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AHEAD OF THE SHOW. 



CHAPTER I. 

AL MAKES APPLICATION. 

"If I had that fellow here Vd make him wish he'd never 
heard the name of Augustus Wattles. And Til do it some 
day, too." 

The manager -.and proprietor of Wattles' New York 
CcMnedy Company was yery, very "mad." His naturally 
florid face was . redder than usual, and his fists were 
clinched in a manner that augured no good to the ''fellow" 
referred to, had that individual chanced to appear upon 
the scene at this precise moment. 

He stood at the door of the Boomville Opera House, in 
company with the local manager, Mr. Cyrus Perley, who 
seemed in some degree to share his discomfiture and anger. 

A group of stragglers listened in silence to their con- 
versation, gazing at them with that peculiar and unac- 
countable reverence that many people feel for members 
of the theatrical profession. 

"It's pretty tough," said Mr. Perley, "but it isn't my 
fault." 

"I know it isn't. Well, this is the last time that loafer 
iwill play that trick on me. He thinks that because I 
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have, been easy with him in the past there is no end to 
my patience. Til show him that he is making the mistake 
of his life." 

'*Of course, you will discharge him ?" 

"You had better believe I will. A healthy sort of ad- 
vance agent he is! Think of my bringing my company 
to a town of the importance of Boomville, to find that 
absolutely no advance work has been done, that my ad- 
vance agent, to whom I pay a fancy salary, has not even 
showed his face in the town.*' 

"I suppose he ha« succumbed to his old complaint ?'* said 
Mr. Perley. 

"Of course ; he is drunk beyond the shadow of a doubt, 
and may not show up again for a week. Well, when he 
does, he'll meet with a warm reception from me. We 
ought to have had an eight-hundred-dollar house to-night, 
and now we'll be lucky if we take in half that amount." 

**I don't expect we'll do as well as that. It wouldn't 
have made so much difference under ordinary circum- 
stances, but, as luck will have it, they've got the strongest 
attraction of the season at the other house — ^the 'Crack of 
Doom' Company. You know that's a big puller every- 
where." 

"Sure. They have a railway collision, a tank of real 
water, a buzz saw and two real lunatics in the insane 
asylum scene." 

"Yes, and their advance man has worked the show up 
in great shape here. According to him, the leading lady 
lost nine thousand dollars' worth of diamonds on her way 
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here, and the soubrette is ^oing to marry Chaiincey Dc- 
pew. And they give souvenirs to-night in honor of the 
five hundredth performance of the piece." 

"They've been giving that hve hundredth performance 
in every town they've played in for the last month ; and 
their souvenirs are not worth over fifty cents a gross." 

*'A11 very true, but the public will have 'em. I hoped 
your advance man would have some taking counter-at- 
traction." 

"So he did have, but Oh, well, it's no use talking 

about that. What's done can't be helped, but I won't be 
left in this way again. Where is the nearest telegraph 
office?" 

"On the next block. What are you going to do ?" 
"Wire to New York for a new advance agent. I hap- 
pen to know of an Ai jnan who is out of an engagement. 
There are two or three others after him, but I guess I can 
make it worth his while to go with me. I won't get 
left in this way again, you can bet your boots !" 

"That's all right," growled Mr. Perley, "but it doesn't 
help out the present engagement any." 

"No, but we are joint sufferers in that, and we may 
as well grin and bear it." 

And the irate manager of the New York Comedy Com- 
pany started for the telegraph office with fire in his eyes 
and a look of determination on his face. 

Neither he nor I\Ir. Perley had observed the presence 
in the little group of listeners to their conversation of a 
irather good-looking, well-dressed boy of about eighteen. 
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This lad did not lose a word of the excited discussion, 
and, as the manager started to walk away, he muttered : 

"This is the chance I have been looking for ; I won't let 
the opportunity slip. It doesn't seem as if there would be 
much hope for me, but there's no harm in trying, anyhow." 

He followed Mr. Wattles, and just before that gentle- 
man reached the telegraph office he tapped him on the 
shoulder. 

The manager turned quickly. When he saw the boy, 
he asked, impatiently : 

"Well, what is it?" 

"Can I speak with you a few minutes, sir ?" 

"Not now, not now." 

Mr. Wattles was about to resume his walk, but the boy 
laid a detaining hand on his arm. 

"I want to see you on business, sir." 

"You have business with me?" 

"Important business, sir." 

"Well, well, I'll see you in a few minutes ; I've got to 
send an important telegram now." 

"But I want to see you before you send that telegram." 

"Before I send the telegram ? Why ?" 

"Because I think I can prove to you that it is not neces- 
sary to wire to New York at all." 

"Eh? Why, how did you know that I was going to 
wire to New York ?" 

"I overheard what you said to Mr. Perley in front of 
the opera house just now." 

"Humph ! I was excited, and spoke a little louder than 
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I ought. Well, why do you think it will not be necessary 
for me to send the telegram ?" 

** Because I am sure you can find just the person you 
want right here in Boomville." 

"An advance agent to be picked up ofTliand in this 
place? That would be too much luck. What is your 
man's name?" 

"Allen Allston." 

"I never heard of him. What company was he with 
last?" 

"He has never been with any company, sir, but " 

Mr. Wattles surveyed the boy with a look of supreme 
disgust. 

"Do you suppose for one moment," he interrupted, "that 
I am going to take an inexperienced jay from a town like 
this and send him ahead of an organization like Wattles' 
New York Comedy Company? Well, hardly. I've got 
to have an experienced man." 

"And you're going to telegraph for one now, sir?" 

"This minute." 

"But suppose you can't get the man you want — will 
you talk with me then, sir ?" 

'*Er — yes, in tl:iat case you might send your friend to 
* see me, though it seems nonsense. But I shall get my 
man all right." 

"I suppose you are going to request an immediate an- 
swer to^our telegram, Mr. Wattles?" 

"I am; I shall get it within an hour, in all probability." 
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**Wbere can I find you after you have received it ?" 

"At the hotel, next door. You are a persistent young 
rascal; your friend has a good advocate in you/' 

The boy smiled, 

*1 am the best friend he has in the world,'' he said- 

"Well, if you are you had better advise him to stick to 
farming, or whatever he is doing, and keep out of the 
theatrical business; v^e have too many farmers in it al- 
ready/' 

"He v^ouldn't take the ^dvice, sir/' 

Mr. Wattles laughed as he entered the telegraph office- 

"If the boy's friend has got as much 'go' as he has/' 
lie muttered, "he might do something in the business/' 

In a few minutes the message had been sent. An hour 
and a half later a messenger entered the lobby of the hotel 
with a telegram. 

"For me?" questioned the manager, who had been 
impatiently pacing the floor for the last twenty minutes, 

"Yes. sir/' 

Mr, Wattles tore open the envelope. 

A muttered exclamation escaped his lips as he hurriedly 
perused the message. 

"Wcllj sir?" said a voice at his elbow. 

Turning, he confronted tiie lad with whom he had had 
the brief interview which we have recorded* 

''You here? Well, you do mean business." 

"Is your offer accepted, sir?'' the boy asked, 

'"^^^^j^^ymd it, no 1 The man I wanted signed yesterday 
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with another manager. Well, send your friend round 
and I'll talk with him." 

"He is here, sir." 

"Where?" 

*'I am Allen Allston." 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



CHAPTER IL 

AL TALKS BUSINESS. 

Ir. Wattles stared at the boy a moment in speechless 
surprise, then burst into a loud laugh. 

**You don't mean to say/" he abriost gasped, "that you 
made that application for yourself?'* 

**Thafs just what I mean to say, sit" replied the lad, 
quietly, 

"Why, you must be crazy !" 

"I don*t think I am." 

''You are only a boy/' 

**ril get over that In time, Mr. Wattles; and besides, 
that fact is no proof that I am crazy/" 

"Oh, pshaw! I can*t stand here bandying words with 
you/' 

Al w^as not in the least taken aback, 

'^That's just what I was thinking,** he said, ^ 

'^Wliat?" 

'That we had been standing up too long. Let's sit 
down," 

"Well/' said the manager, *'you have cheek enough, 
anyhow.*' 

'*Cheek is necessary for an advance agent, isn*t it, 
sir?" laughed the boy. 
**Yes, but-^h, renlly, this is ridiculous, you know!" 
"What is ridiculous?" 
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**Voiir applying for this position." 

**Why is it ridiculous?'* 

'* Who ever heard of a boy advance agent ?" 

**That's Just the point. Nolx>dy ever did, and it will 
be a complete novelty, and a big ad. for the show." 

Mr. Wattles gazed at the boy almost admiringly. 

'*Well, yoti are a corker I" he exclaimed. 

"A good advance agent ought to be a corker, oughtn't 
he, sir?*' 

*'I suppose so — yes/' 

"Shan't we sit down and talk the matter over?" 

^Tes," 

And the manager sank into a convenient chair, gazing 
at his youthful companion with an expression indicative of 
bewilderment. 

"I*ve got him now sure," murmured the lad, but his 
companion did not liear him : Al did not intend that he 
should. 

When they were both seated the boy said : 

"Now, sir, you want an advance agent, and I want a 
position- It is lucky we met." 

"Yes," interrupted Mr, Wattles, "but what the mischief 
do you know about the business of an advance agent?" 

''A lot," was the calm reply. 

"How did you learn it?" 

"By reading and observation." 

** Nonsense! You might as well talk about learning to 
swing on a trapeze by reading and observation." 

"There's a big difference, sir." 
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"Not much." 

'Well, Fve always thought I should like to do work of 
that sort, and I think I could do it well." 

''Stage-struck, eh?*' 

*'Not a bit of it, Mr. Wattles. Now, will you listen to 
tne a few tnarnents, sir?" 

"Go ahead." 

And the manager asstuned an air of resigtiation, 

''I generally keep my eyes open/' began the boy, "and 
I have had a chance to watch the movements of most of 
the theatrical people who come to this town, particularly 
the advance agents.'* 

"Why the advance agents in particular?" interrupted 
Mr. Wattles. 

"Because I have been in the editorial office of the Boom- 
ville Herald, and have had a chance to see how they work 
the press. Some of them are very slick, but I think that if 
I had a little experience I should be as slick as any of 
them/' 

"Ah/- said the manager, "that's the point. You haven't 
had experience/' 

"Well, I've got to begin some time, sir. If all man- 
agers had talked like you the race of advance agents would 
have been extinct long ago/' "^^ 

'^There's something in that/' laughed Mr. Wattles. 

"There's lots in it/' 

The manager of the New York Comedy Company sur- 
veyed his companion for a few moments without speaking. 

''My boy, I rather like you/* he said, at last. , 



Al Talks Business. 15 

^W«fl, thafs one point in my favor, sir," said Al. 

"I'd like to give you a chance, but I really do not see 
how I can." ^ 

**Why can't your 

"You must remember that the New York Comedy Com- 
pany is not a common, fly-by-night organization, but a 
first-class enterprise. I have put a good many dollars into 
the thing, and I can't afford to experiment. If so much 
did not depend upon the result, if I were running a cheap 
side show, I tnight give you the trial you ask, but " 

"I wouldn't have anything to do with any such show," 
interrupted the boy. **! don't intend to be that sort of 
advance agent. But I can understand how you feel, sir." 

"Then you can also understand how impossible it is for 
me to engage your services." 

"Oh, no, I can't understand that at all, Mr. Wattles. 
Now let me ask you a question." 

'^Whatisit?" 

"I heard you tell Mr. Perley that you did not expect 
there would be four hundred dollars in the house to- 
night." 

"That's what \ said. I shall be agreeably disappointed 
if there is as much as that." 

"Yet the opera house will hold twelve hundred dollars." 

"I see you are posted, my boy." 

"I am. Now, Mr. Wattles, it is a little out of the line 
of an advance agent's work, but, just to show you that 
I have a little snap and business ability, I will guarantee 
to fill the opera house to its utmost capacity to-night, if 
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yon will agree to give me a chance as advance agent after 
that;* 

"Do you know what you are talking about?'' 

And the manager stared in renewed amazement at the 
youth, 

'1 da" 

"You will undertake to fill the house to-night, in spite 
of the disadvantages under which we are laboring?'' 

"The 'Standing Room Only' sign will be displayed be- 
fore eight o'clock/' 

"Wdlj what is your scheme?'' 

"'You will agree to follow my suggestions?" 

"Not until I hear them." 

"If you don't like them you will agree not to repeat 
anything I may say to you?" 

''Certainly." 

'Then Til give you my idea, I see you are getting 
ready to guy me, sir/' as a rather cynical smile appeared 
upon the manager's face, 

''Oh, no/' 

"You don't think T can knock out such a strong oppo- 
sition as the 'Crack of Doom' Company, do you ?" 

"I do not" 

''Well, V\l show you that I can, and get you not only 
a fnll house, but the elite of the place/' 

"Well, well/' interrupted Mr. Wattles, impatiently, 
''have done with preliminaries and let me know how you 
propose to accomplish all this/' 
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CHAPTER IIL 
al's scheme. 

"Mr< Wattles," said Al, in a low tone^ "I suppose you 
have in your lime met a few stage-struck amateurs — 
people who thought they knew it all, and only needed a 
chance to show the world that they were the equal of any- 
one who ever trod the boards ?" 

The manager laughed. 

'"I should say yes. The woods are full of them/' 

*'WelJ, we have one here." 

"Only oner' 

*'There are others, but one whom it will be worth your 
while to know/' 

"Who is she ?- — for it is a woman^ of course/' 

"Yes, sir, it is a woman; she is the wife of the mayor/' 

"The wife of the mayor of Boomville stage-struck?" 

"In the worst way, Mr. Wattles; she believes herself 
the only legitimate successor of Charlotte Cushman/' 

*'They all do. Well, what has all this to do with your 
scheme ?*' 

"A good deal. Mrs. Anderson — that is her name — is 
very anxious to appear on the professional stage/' 

"Of course." 

"Why can't you give her a chance ?" 

'*Eh? I? How?" 

"Send her word that one of your actresses has been 
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taken suddenly ill, and ask her to take her place. She'fl 
do tt, take my word for that, and all Boomvine will go fl 
see her/' V 

*'WelI, you must be crazy, young man," said Mr. Wa^ 
ties, in a tone of disgust, ''So that is your scheme, is it?-' 

**That is part of it." 

*'VVelI, it won't work/' - i 

nVhy not?^' 

"For a dozen reasons. If I had two or three weeks to 
work up the thing it would be different; then it would, 
perhaps, he a good scheme. But you seem to forget that 
the performance takes place to-night'^ 

'There's plenty of time to work up business," said Al, 
calmly. "It is not ten o'clock yet See Mrs. Andersonj 
get her consent to piay, and 1*11 prove my executive ability 
ty doing all the rest.'' 

'*But, good gracious! how could the woman memorize 
a part between this and night:'' 

'*Give her a short part^ — any old part. Two or three 
lines will do. What she wants is a chance to show herself 
on the professional stage." 

'*There is a small part/' hesitated Mr, Wattles, "one 
that slic could learn in half an hour. But, no, it won't do. 
The woman might queer the performance, and I should be 
the laughingstock of the profession for the next year/' 

"She's not as bad as all that/* said Al, ''*She has ap- 
peared in amateur performances here and made a success. 
Better see her, Mr, Wattles. I know shell be tickled to 
death with the idea* You'll be in plenty of time to get a 
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big" ad. in this afternoon's Herald, and you'll have the big- 
gest house of the season.'* 

The manager brought his fist down on the table by his 
side, and said : 

"By jingo, boy, I will do it! Lots of money has been 
made out of stage-struck society women, and perhaps I 
may come in for a little of it." 

"You'll come in for a lot of it to-night, sir, if you just 
follow my advice. And now I'll show you the way to 
the mayor's house." 

"Wait a minute. You said this amateur racket was only 
a part of your scheme ; what is the rest of it ?" 

"Souvenirs. This town is wild on souvenirs. The 
'Crack of Doom' Company give hand-painted fans to- 
night. Why don't you go one better, and announce that 
every lady attending your performance will receive a heav- 
ily plated silver souvenir spoon ?" 

"But where the mischief could I get the spoons ?" 
"I'll provide them." 
"You?" 
"Certainly." 

**But where are you going to get them ?" 
"I've got them. You see, sir, I am a sort of speculator. 
I attend auction sales and that sort of thing, and if I see 
a big bargain I take advantage of it. It's better than 
clerking at five dollars a week. A few days ago I struck 
a bankrupt sale in New York, and bought a lot of plated 
• spootjs at 'way below cost. I meant to sell them to the 
stores here, but I'll let you have them at just what they 
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cost mc — >ou can afford to give them away if you 

thtJTn at that price — and there will be plenty to go round/* 
Mr Wattles surveyed his companion in amused wondec^ 
'*Well, you are a queer sort of lad," he said. "YottJ 

seem to have a pretty old head on those young shouldens 

of yours !" 

"1 think I have enough to look out for number one, sir/*j 
"I should say you did. I should like to know more ol 

you." 

*'Yon will, sir, when I become your advance agent/' 
''Well, well see all about that. And now I'd better be ol 

for the home of the stage-struck mayoress. Meet me in 

half an hour/* 

"FIl be here, sin" 

As the manager walked away, he muttered : 

"Fni afraid Vm going on a fool's errand. Confound 
it r I believe that young rascal has hypnotized me. But, 
After all, I can*t afford to neglect the chance. The treasury- 
is pretty low, and if this scheme doesn't work there may 
be trouble on salary day. Fll do my best to get this 
woman to play, and I guess I shall succeed ; people used 
to say tlial Gus,. Wattles was the champion jollier, and I 
don't think he has lost bis powers yet." 

Al was doing a little soliloquizing^ too_ 

*'I didn't think I had so much nerve/' he mused. **l'm 
beginning to have a little more confidence in myself. If' 
to-night's performance is a success I shall get the job 
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sure — he can't refuse me. But if it isn't a success, if Mrs. 
Anderson refuses to have anything to do with the scheme 
— I won't let myself think of that." 

It was nearly an hour before Mr. Wattles returned. 

"Well, sir ?" questioned the boy, breathlessly. 

"It's all right." , 

"She will play?" 

"Not only that, but she is going to pay me for the 
chance. Oh, there are no flies on Augustus Wattles, my 
boy ! Yes, she is going to play, and she is delighted be- 
cause the part will give her a chance to exhibit herself in 
a hew costume which ^he has just imported from Paris. 
Now, then, my lad, we must get up the ads. How much 
time have we before they must be in the newspaper office ?" 

"An hour at least. And you had better get out some 
posters announcing Mrs. Anderson's appearance. They 
can be on the walls in two hours. Will you leave that 
part to me ?" 

"Yes ; but first you can help me with the advertisement. 
Undoubtedly you can give me some points." 

Al was able to do so. The manager was plainly de- 
lighted and surprised at the aptitude he displayed. 

"I begin to think," he said, "that you were cut out for 
this business." 

"That is what I have thought for a long while, sir," 
replied the boy, as, copy in hand, he started for the office 
of the Hgrald, 

Within a few hours everyone in Boomville knew that 
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Mrs. Anderson, the mayor 5 wtfe^ was to assume a role id 
the drama, **Loved and Lost," at the opera house tllffl 
t^vctiiiig, and all tlie lady's friends, all her enemies anS 
almost everybody else who ever attended theatrical perJ 
{ormances at all had made up their minds to go and seg 
her, ■ 

Besides, the offer of a platt-d spoon as a souvenir wail 
almost irresistible; people who bad more solid silver spoons 
than they bad any use for fell over each other in their 
frantic haste to secure seats for the evening's performance 1 
and make sure of the coveted spoon. I 

"We haven't had an advance sale like this since the 
house was built,"' said the local manager to Mr, Wattles, a i 
short time before the doors were opened. "Why, diere 
isn't a;seat left in the house except in the gallery, and they 
will be all filled as soon as the dpors are thrown open* ' 
And I understand that there is no sale at all at the other 
house, I don't believe there*Il be a baker's dozen there- 
It was a great idea of yours to get Mrs. Anderson to- 
appear.'' | 

"I claim no credit for it at all," said Mr. Watties. 'Tt 
was all the work of that bright young fellow^" 

"Oh, by the way/' interrupted Mr. Perley, taking an 
envelope from his pocket, ''here is something that came 
for you a few minutes ago; 1 had nearly forgotten about 
it/' 

Mr. Wattles tore open the note and ran his eyes over 
% contents. As he did so the expression of his face 
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nntierwcnt such a remarkable change that his companion 
said, uneasily: 

'^There's nothing the matter, is there?" 

'*I should say there was/' was the reply. "We're in a 
nice fix* Mrs, Anderson won't play !" 



dbyGoogk 



CHAPTER IV. 



AL TO THE RESCUE, 



^Mrs. Anderson won't play?" almost shrieked Mf,^ 
Perfey. 

"That's what I said — ^Mrs. Anderson won't play/* re-*J 

plied the manager of the combination, with the calmness i 
despair. "Read this," 

The note which he handed his companion read as fol- 
lows : 

"Mr. a. Wattles; 

"Dear Sir: I deeply regret my inability to appear thisj 
evening as I promised. My husband objects so stronglyl 
that T have no ahernative but to yield to his wishes, * 
Trusting that this will cause you no inconvenience, I am, 
''Faithfully yours, 

''Blanche Anderson." 

*' 'Trusting that it will cause us no inconvenience/ " 
groaned Mr. Perley, "Isn't that like a woman? Well, 
Wattles, we are in a nice little fix now. Of course, we 
shall have to give three-fourths of the audience their 
money back." 

*^Yes; but that isn't the worst of it. Think of the 
resisting the papers will give us f 

'*I)on*t speak of it. And '\t*^ all your fault; you would 
be fool enough to listen to that kid," 
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**Don't say any more, Ferley. I must have been out of 
my head." , 

"It isn't worth while to get excited, gentlemen," said a 
calni voice. 

And looking in the direction from which it proceeded, 
the two men saw Al Allston standing in the doorway. 

"You yoting rascal— — " began Mr. Wattles, but Al 
silenced him by a gesture. 

''There is no time to waste, gentlemen," he said. "I told 
you that Mrs. Anderson would appear to-night, and she 
will-" 

"Do you mean to say," cried Mr. Wattles, "that you 
can make her do this in defiance of her husband's will?" 

"Her husband will agree after he has had a short talk 
with me," was the boy's reply. ''Go right ahead with 
your prepartioris for the performance, gentlemen; Mrs. 
Anderson will be here as per agreement." 

And, without waiting for a reply, Al left the room. 

"Well,'' said Mr. Wattles, drawing a long breath, *'I 
never saw the equal of tlmt kid. Do you know, I think 
he will do what he has promised." 

Mr, Perley shook his head. 

"It's out of the question now," he said. ''Mayor Ander- 
son is one of the stubboniest men in the world ; if he has 
said that his wife shall not appear, she will not. The boy 
was talking through his hat." 

"Y^ell," said the manager of the New York Comedy 
Company, "all we can do now is to trust to luck. Go 
ahead and let the people in, and we'll see whether this 
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coiifotmfled staget^truck fernalc turns up or npt. Sotuc 
liow^ J Ix-lieve ihe lad knew what lie was talking: aboat/* 

Meantime Al had reached the mayor's house^ a prvU 
tious iimnsion on the most fashionable thoroug^Jifare 
Boomvillc* 

In response to the rather supercilious '^What is iti 
from the servant who opened the door, he presented 
card and aske^l to see Mrs, Anderson, 

"I don't think she'll see you/' said the flunky^ ''but VU^ 
l^ive her your card if you wish/' 

''I do wish/* said the boy. '*Give her the card, and 
her that I wish to see her on very important business thsi4 
will admit of no delay," 

The man left with the card. In a few momenta he^ ^ 
returned, saying with a grin; 

**She don*t know you, and she won't see you/* 

And w^ith an impudent leer, he extended the card to 
the boy. 

Al took it and hurriedly wrote a few words on the back. 
Then he returned it to the servant, saying ; 

**Give it to Mrs, Anderson again; I think she will see 
me/' 

The man hesitated, then said: 

'*Well^ ril take it to her, but the chances are shell 
give me prders to kick you out/* 

With this cheering assurance he again departed, 

*1 didn't like to do it/' niurmtu'ed Al, *'but there was 
no help for k** 
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In a few moments the flunky returned, his manner com- 
pletely changed. 

"Please be kind enough to step into the drawing room, 
sir/' he said, with the utmost politeness ; "Mrs. Anderson 
v/i\\ be dowa in one minute." 

A few minutes after Al Allston had left the theater a 
showily dressed, red- faced man of about thirty sauntered 
into the manager's private office where Mr. Wattles was 
seated alone. 

"So, Wattles, old man," he said, extending his hand, "we 
meet again." 

The manager started to his feet. 

"How dare you show your face here ?" he cried, angrily. 

"Eh! What's all this?" said the newcomer, in real or 
feigned surprise, 

"I don't want to have anything more to do with you. 
_ A nice sort of advance agent you are, aren't you ?" 

"There's none better, so they say," replied the fellow, 
v^th a tipsy leer. "What are you on your ear about?" 

"I have no time to bandy words with you. You are 
discharged." 

"What's that — I discharged? What ails you. Wat- 
tles?" 

'That's enough, Dick Farley. I told you after your 
last drunk that if the same thing occurred again I should 
have nothing more to do with you, and I meant it. Get 
out!" 

"But, Wattles, I haven't been on a booze. I have been 
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drugged and kidnaped. Listen and 1*11 tell you all about 
it; it's the queerest affair you ever heard of/' 

*'I guess it is ; 1 know your talent for inventing yarns. 
I don't want to hear this one." 

"Do you mean to insult me?" 

And Farley's face reddened. 

"That would be impossible/* 

*lt would, eh? See here, Gus Wattles, do you mean 
to say that you are going to throw me over and ruin my 
chances in the business?" , 

"It is your own fault. I want to have nothing more to 
do with you/' 

''Then I^m bounced?" 

'That is it, exactly/* 

*^Oh, it is? Well, 111 show youf" 

And the drink-maddened ruffian suddenly drew a knife 
and, brandishing it above his head, sprang toward his com- 
panion. 

In another second the weapon would have descended but 
for a most opportune interruption. 

"Stop!" 

Farley turned and glared in the direction from which the 
voice proceeded. 

Al Allston stood in the doorway, in his hand a revolver, 
whkh was leveled at the head of the would-be assassin. 
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CHAPTER V. 

AL CLAIMS HIS REWARD. 

Al was bowed, by the now obsequious servant, into Mrs. 
Anderson's elegantly furnished drawing room. 

"I beg your pardon, sir,*' said the man, cringingly. '1 
didn't know that you were a friend ofythe family, or I 
wouldn't have spoken as I did. You see, sir, we're a good 
deal troubled by book agents and such like." 

'Wouldn't it be a good idea to be civil to everyone ?" 
said Al. **It would not cost you anything, and you'd be 
sure to make no mistake." 

"Yes, sir. You won't say anything to Mrs. Anderson, 
^n you, sir? It might cost me my place." 

"No, no!" returned Al, so impatient to see the mayor's 
wife that he scarcely heard what the man said. 

"Thank you, sir." 

At this moment the sound of approaching footsteps was 
heard, and the servant hastily bowed himself out. 

Scarcely had he gone when Mrs. Anderson entered the 
room, followed by her husband. She was a tall, slender, 
rather good-looking woman of about thirty; he a short, 
pompous man, at least ten years his wife's senior. 

The lady approached Al with outstretched hands. 

"My brave, noble boy," she cried, "how delighted I am 
to see you ! And I did not even know your name until I 
received your card just now. I am so glad you did not 
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allows yourself to be sent away. Bot why have yon not 
called before?" 

"Yes, why have you not called before?*' echoed 
mayor^, seizing the boy's hands, which his wife had 
relinquished. 

Al, considerably embarrassed, murmured somethi 
about not wanting to intrude. 

'Intruder' cried the lady. *'You are, like all heroes, 
modest to a fault. You will always be a welcome guest 
here. But sit down ; you must spend the evening with us/' 

**I cannot/' began the boy. 

**Nonsensel I will take no refusal. He must stay, 
mustn't he, Mr. Anderson?'' 

'3y all means/' smiled the mayor. 

'*And we will talk about his heroic deed/* w^ent on Mrs, 
'Anderson. "It was a fortnight ago, but the scene comes 
up before me as vividly as if it had been only yesterday 
—the maddened horses, our child directly m their path, 
her rescue by this noble boy at the imminent risk of his 
own life. In another moment she would have been 
crushed under the feet of the runaway animals had he not 
sprang forward and dragged bcr out of danger." 

"It was a heroic act,'' said the mayor. 

'It was nothing more than almost anyone would have 
done, sir/* said the blushing lad. 

*'It was more than anyone else did," returned Mr, An- 
derson, '*and I understand that the affair was witnessed by 
a dozen or more persons. But why have you not called 
before? 1 understood my wife to say that she asked you 
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to come that afternoon. You did not come, and we tried 
in every way to discover your identity, even going so far 
as to advertise for you/' 

"I saw the advertisements, sir," repHed Al. 

"Ah ! and that is why you are here ?" 

"Oh, no; sir. The advertisements mentioned that you 
wanted to give me a reward." 

"Of course we did. You don't mean to say that it was 
the fear of having a reward forced upon you that kept 
you away?" 

"Well, sir," replied Al, "I confess that had sonxething 
to do with it." 

The mayor laughed heartily. 

"This is really refreshing," he said. "My lad, I am 
interested in you more than ever, now. Well, I promise 
you that, if you insist upon it, the subject shall not be 
referred to this evening." 

"But I do not insist," said Al. "The fact is, Mr. 
Anderson, I came here to-night to ask you to make your 
promise good." 

Both the mayor and his wife stared at the lad in 
surprise. 

"You mean," said the former, "that you are here to 
claim your reward?" 

"That is what I mean, sir." 

There was, perhaps, just a shade of disappointment on 
the face of Mr. Anderson ; it may be he was thinking that 
another idol had been rather rudely shattered. But he 
only said: 
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"I am glad you have changed your mi ad, my Ijoy, 
What reward do you wisli? My little daughter's life is 
worth more to me than anything else on earth, so you 
need not be too modest hi your request. How much shall 
it be? I Vill write a check for any reasonable amount you 
choose to name," 

Al's face flushed. 

"I don't want money, sir/' he said* 

''No? Well, what can T do for you, then? Do you 
w^ant me to find you a position in my office? Perhaps I 
can do something for you in that way, if you '* 

''Mr. Anderson," interrupted Al, desperately, "you 
would never guess what I want if you tried until dooncis- 
day." 

The mayor, very naturally, looked surprised. 

*'Eh?'* he stammered. "Why, r-really, you are a most 
extraordinary youth- Well, I will try to satisfy your 
demands, whatever they are. Out with them now." 

"You will grant any request I make?" asked AK 

"Anything in reason, my boy/' 

'^Well, sir, T can't explain now just why I ask this 
favor of you, but I will when there is time; just now 
there isn't." 

"Never mind all that," interrupted Mr. Anderson. 
"Come to the point ; what is it you want me to do ?" 

"I want you to let Mrs. Anderson appear at the opera 
house to-night, as she promised." 

Both tlie mayor and his wife started from their seats, 
their faces showing all the surprise they felt. 
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**Wliy, what is it to you whetlier she appears or not?*' 
asked Mr, Anderson, 

"It is everytliing," 

**I do not understand," 

**I cannot explain now^; but, sir, I assure you that, per- 
haps, my whole future depends upon whether you grant 
my request or not." 

''Really," gasped the mayor, *'this is most extraordinary. 
Wliy cannot you explain now?" ^ 

"Because the curtain goes up in a good deal less than 
an hour, and Mrs. Anderson ought to be at the theater 
now." 

Here the lady herself interposed, 

**Mr. Anderson," she said, beseechingly, *'do let me 
go! You know I promised, and that in itself is reason 
enough why I should appear/' 

'1 cannot understand this at all," said the mayor, petu- 
lantly. Then turning to Al, he added: 

'*Boy, T will write you my check for five thousand dol- 
lars, if yon will withdraw this absurd request." 

Five thousand dollars was a good deal more money than 
Al had ever had in his possession, a good deal more than 
he was likely to earn as advance ap^ent for a long time to 
come ; but his answer was prompt and positive. 

''Mr. Anderson, T don't w^ant vnur money. I would not 
accept a penny of it. I only request that you allow your 
wife to k^ep her promise and appear to-night. T would 
not ask this if I thought there would be anything dis- 
agreeable to her in fulfilling her promise, but '* 
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Here Mrs, Anderson interrupted, 

**Why, of course there would not/' she said. ''Yoa 
know, John, I am so anxious to make my debut on the 
professional stage. Now, do let me go, won't you? You 
cannot refuse now T' 

After a moment's hesitation, the mayor said: 

"No, I cannot. You shall go.*' 

Tt was with difficulty that Al suppressed a sig^h of 
relief, 

**There is not a moment to be lost/* he reminded the 
would-be debutante. 

"I know it/' cried Mrs. Anderson. ''Oh, I am so glad 
you came ! Now, don't look so downcast, John ; you 
will he very proud of me when yon see mc on the stag-e/"" 

"Humph I Well, we shall see." 

Al rose to go. 

**You will not change your mind again, Mrs, Ander- 
son ?" he asked, a little apprehensively. 

**No, no/' laughed the lady. **I have never changed it 
at cilb T shall be there/' 
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Mr, Anderson accompanied Al to the door, 

"I would have granted almost any other request you 
might have made with more willingness/' he said. '*I have 
a strongly rooted objection to my wife appearing on the 
stage." 

"I am very sorry, sir/' said AL "But, perhaps, as Mrs. 
Anderson says, you will feel differently when you see 
her," 

"I doubt it very much. Now, tell me, why did you 
insist upon this sacrifice on my part? What is it to you 
whether my wife appears or not?'* 

"I haven't time to te!I you now, sir/' the boy replied. 
"I must return to the theater at once." 

"Can you call at my office^ at the City Hall| to-mor- 
row ?" 

"Yes, sir/* 

*'Do so, then, at, say, ten in the morning. I should like 
to have a talk with you ; I w^ant to know more of you.'* 

^'I.will be there, Mr. Anderson. Good-evenmg, sir." 

"'Good-eveningj my lad." 

As AI hurried along to talce the good news to ^Tr. 
Wattles, he muttered : 

V "Well, I didn't think I had so much cheek. I wouldn't 
have insisted upon Mrs. Anderson*s appearing if there 
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had really been any harm in it, but f'm sure it can't dam- ^ 
age tier or fier hti^band much. Besides, she gave her^H 
promise, and she ought to keep it/' ~ 

As the boy hurried through the long- corridor leading 
to the manager's office, his attention was at fr acted by the 
sound of loud and excited voices, and. listening-, he heard 
a portion of the conversation taking place between Mn 
Wattles and his ex-advance agent- As we feave seen, ht 
reached the office just in time to see Farley standing over 
the nianager with nplifted ktiife* and to interfere. 

The advance ageiit proved liimseU a coward, for t!ie 
weapon dropped from his fingers, and, throvi^ing- up his 
hands, be crit^d : 

"Don't shoot! ]\Iercy, mercy P 

Mr. Wattles picked up the knife, 

**Altston/' he said, ''go for a policeman/^ 

As A I turned to leave the room, Farley cried* implor- 
ingly : 

'*W<iitl Wattles, otd mati, T didn't know what I was 
doin^. The fact is, I have been drinking pretty hard 
lately, but I shall he all right in a day or two.** 

''You don't expect lo get back in my employ again, do 
yoti?" the manager asked, sternly. 

*'No^ no, I don't. All I ask is that you will not utterly 
ruin all my chances for life by having me arrested. 
Things. look bad enough for me without that/' 

"Very welh Farley, Fll let you off this time, but I warn 
ynu to keep out oi my way in the future/* 
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''If I keep straight and show you that I am at my best 
'Vv'e may do business together again, eh, Wattles?" 

'*NO| sir; I shall never have anything more to do with 

**Perhaps you'll think better of that. You baven*t had 
time to fill my place yet," 

*'I've got a better man for your place than you ever 
^^ere»*' said the manager. 

"Who is he?*' demanded Farley, 

"There he stands;" and Mr, Wattles painted to Al, 

"That kid?" gasped Farley. 

*'That young gentleman," said the manager^ with tlieat- 
Tical impressiveness. 

Farley stared at the boy a few moments without speak- 
ing; then, with a peculiar smile, he said: 

''So you are an advance agent, are you, biib?*' 

"So it seems," replied Al, as coolly as he could, 

'^Well, you won't remain one long; I wnll see to that. 
Take my advice and quit the business before the tempera- 
ture gets too high. See? Yes^ I think you do. I don't 
propose " 

"Look here," interrupted Mn Wattles, "Tve had just 
about enough of this. Arc you going to get out or are 
you not?" 

Farley backerl toward the door, 

**T am/' he said. "Ta, t^, Wattles! Ta, ta, my young 
friend! But we shall meet again, and don't you forget, 
either of you, to paste that fact in your hat." 

And he swaggered out of the room. 
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*'Thc imputk-nt sconnclrel!'' exclaimed Mr. Wattles, 
"I lel him off too easy. If I am not mistaken, we shall 
have more trouble with him/' 

**Xever mind about him," interrupted AL '*Do you 
know that it is almost eight o'clock, Mr Wattles ?'' 

"Good gracious! So it is I And Mrs. Anderson- " 

"It's all right/* 

'*She will appear?" 

"Sure/' 

The manager grasped his companion's hand- 

"AlIstoB," he said, "you are a wonder/' 

**That*5 just what you want for an advance ag-ent, isn't 
it ?': the boy asked, with a laugh. 

"Yes< Did shoicome with you?*' 

"No, but she is probably here by this time/* 

"How did yoti do it ?" 

"rn tell you some other tirtie, sir/' 

"That's right; we have no time to waste in talk now. 
I'll go and see if she has arrived. I should be in a nice 
fix if she changed her mind again.*' 

"She won't, Mr. Wattles/^ 

Scarcely hearing the last words, the manager rushed 
from the room. 

"Well/' mused Al, **if Mr. Wattles is a man of his 
word I am his advance agent now. It will be my fault i£ 
I don't make the best of the opportunity. But it's dollars 
to doughnuts that I shall have trouble with that loafer^ 
^arley- Well, I guess I can hold ray own/* 
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He was interrupted by the sudden entrance of Mr. 
iWattles. 

**It's all right, my boy/' laughed the manager. 

"You haven't seen her yet?" 

*'No, but 1 Ve seen Perley, and he tells me she is here, 
and is dressing for the part. He thinks that she is going to 
make a big hit/' 

"Of course she will," laughed Al ; '"she is the leader of 
society here, and it would be treason not to like her." 

The manager smiled. 

"You know something of the world# he said. 

^*Not as much as I would hke to. But, seriously, sir, 
Mrs. Anderson i.^not such a bad actress, and I shouldn't 
-wonder if she did make a hit.'' 

** She'll have to be a second Ristori, if she does in that 
part/' grinned Mr. Wattles. "There^s nothing to it; but, 
for all that, the woman who has been playing it is wild 
because T have taken it away from her for one night." 

"Have you explained the circimistances to her?" 

*'Have I? I've talked myself nearly deaf in doing so, 
but it was of no use." 

"She must be very thick-headed if she can't see how you 
are placed." 

''My "dear boy, a woman will never see anything she 
doesn't want to sec. But never mind about all that. I 
don't care particularly whether the woman is suited or 
not; I can fill her place at a few hours' notice. And 
now I must go and see how things are going. I have a 
good stage manager, but I have to do a lot of the work 
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myself, for «11 that. And I must aclcnhwledg^e that I do 
feel a little nervous at letting an untrained amateur ap* 
pear in the piece without a rehearsal. Come with me, 
and we'll see if everything is going smoothly," 

Al followed the manager through the long: passage way 
and out into a damp, dingy court, on the opposite side ol 
which was a door bearing the inscription: **Stage Door, 
No Admittance/* 

Passing through the sacred portals, Mr, Wattles and 
Al stepped upon the stage, 

A! had been "bmind the scenes'' before ; the scene that 
met his eyes was not an entirely unfamiliar one, and he 
trod the boards with the nonchalant air of a veteran, 

"Well, Sparkley. how does everything go?" asked the 
nianager of an anxfous-Iooking elderly man, whom the 
boy rightly guessed to be th</stage manager. 

*'Badly enough/' was the reply, /There's been a big 
roWt and your society amateur refuses to appear." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE DEBUT. 

Mr, Wattles sank iiito a convenient chair, 
"Well/' he said, with an air of stony resignation, "there's 
no use in fighting against fate. I give it up. We'll re- 
tum the people their money and shut up the house/' 
"What's the matter?*' asked Al 

*'Why/' replied Sparkky, "Miss HolHngsworth, who 
has been playing the part that Mrs. Anderson is billed 
tor, has been here, and has had an interview witli her 
successor, and got her so worked up that she absolutely 
refuses to appear/' 

'*Why, I told the woman that she needn't come at all 
to-night [" cried Mn Wattles. 
'Well, she's here as large as life/' * 

"Why did you let her in, Sparkley?'* 
'*T couldn't very well refuse her admittance; she is a 
member of the company/' 
s^Thafs so/' 

''Besides, I had no idea that she was going tp raise a 
*^w. I think that Farley w^as at the bottom of the busi- 
i^^ss; I saw him talking to her outside just before she 
came in/' 

"You did? That explain^ the whole thing. Well, I'm 
jvist going to let things take their course/' 
At this moment Mrs. Anderson came rushing toward 
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theiii, evidently greatlv t-xcited. She was closely foUd 
by a young woman, quite as mtich agitated as Iicrscltj 

Both women Ix-gan talking at once, and ft was twu 
three minutes before Mr. Wattles could make h!l 
heard* When at last lie sticcceded tn doing: so, he said^ 

^'Novv, ladies, if you will speak one at a time, and ' 
sloWj I will try to straighten things oift-. What is 
trouble, Mrs, Anderson T' 

*That woman/' sobl led the society belle, indicating 
actress, **has grossly insulted nie. i cannot, I will 
play." 

'*Have you forgotten your promise to me, Mrs. Anrflfi 
son?" interposed AL 

"No, I have not, and I am very sorry that I cantiot ftil- 
fill it* But it is impossible." 

**I only told her," snapped Miss Holtings worth, a fery^ 
looking, dark-haired, black -eyed woman, "that she was a 
rank amateur, and so she is. Why, it is an insult to g^ve 
such a wotnan my part f* 

'*Yes, that's what she said/' cried Mrs. Anderson, ni a 
high-pitched voice. "T woidd never play the part unless 
she ^¥as discharged," • 

The r^nager's face lighted up. 

^'Will you play," be asked, *'if I discharge her?'' 

''Yes/' 

*That settles it. Miss H oil bigs wqrtli, you are dis- 
charged/' 

"Wha-a-t?" screamed the actress. 
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I *'You heard what I said. You are given the usual two 
I weeks' notice/' 

*'I am discbargedj I, Olga Hollings worthy on account of 
this woman?" 

"No, you are discharged because these exhibitions of bad 
temper on your part have tired me out. And now, 
madam/' turning to Mrs. Anderson and speaking with 
the utmost politeness, "will you kindly return to your 
dressing room and complete your preparations for your 
I appearance? You wilt have to go on in less than fifteen 
minutes." 
^ will do so, sir/' 

And with a withering glance at the actress, the mayor's 
vile swept away. 

"You shan't forget this evening's work in a hurry, Mr, 
Gus Wattles !'' hissed the enraged Miss Hollings worth. 
'You'll rue the day when you made Dick Farley and me 
your enemies!'' 

''So Farley is at the bottom of all this, is he ?'* satd the 

Tnanager, "T thought so.'* 

' "Never mind whether he is or not," was the actress' 

reply. *^I wish you good-evening, Wattles. I don't want 

your two weeks' notice. I wouldn't play in your company 

I again for ten times the miserable salary you paid me. Find 

I some one else to play the part to-morrow night or shut up 

I the house." 

With these words and a vindictive glance, the woman 
j left the theater, slamming the stage door violently be- 
, hind her. 
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Mr Wattles drew a long breath of relief, 

"Tni gkd to get rid of her/' he said. "'This isnl ihr* 
first tin)e she and I have had words. I'M have anotb 
woman here to play the part to-morrow night, or Til a 
it out altogether; it isn't of ^ny importance, anyhow. Ami, 
I Sd\\ I believe that Mrs, Anderson has the making of a^ 
actress in her, after aU. She's as good a kicker as if sh- 
had been in the business all her Hfe, No danger of her 
suffering from stage fright ■ she has too good an opinion 
of herself. Well, I must go aroiind to the front now, 
Come with me and see how things look." 

The house vifas, as Al had predicted, packed to tlie 
doors; even standing room was at a premium. Such an 
audience had never been seen in the opera house before. 

The souvenir spoons had proved a great success ; every- 
one was extolling the liberality of the management. 

'*This is immense," chuckled Mr. Wattles, rubbing his 
hands. "Allston, you are a trump. I wish you could do 
this in every town we visit." 

'*Well, ril do my best to repeat the success," smiled AL 
''What can't be done in one way can in another.'' 

"And youVe the lad who can do it. But the curtain is 
going up. I hope Mrs. Anderson will be all right. She 
comes on in less than five minutes. Come up to the man- 
ager's box now; it's the only place in the house where we 
can get a seat." — 

The two elbowed their way through the crowd; and, 
nor without some difficulty, reached the box in question. 
They had hardly taken their scats when Mrs. Anderson 
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ffor a perfect whirlwind of applause, 

I "Well," said Mr, Wattles, as tljo lady stood bowing and 

■ smiling, "she is a gocHl-looker, an v way. She's as wM 

made up as if she'd been in the profc^h for years; and, by 

Jove! she's as cool as a veteran! What a reception! 

Irving himself couldn't ask for a better one." 

In fact, it was nearly or quite three minutes before the 
debutante could go on with her part, Cy this time the 
stage was half filled with "floral tributes," one huge piece 
beini^ from the board of aldennen, Wlicn the mayor, who 
was seated in an opposite box, saw this, his face, wliich 
l^ad until then worn a ratlu-r gloomy expression, Hglitcd 
up, and he began to manifest some signs of interest in 
the performance. 

As Mr. Wattles had said, the part that had been as- 
signed to Mrs. Anderson w^is one of very little impor- 
tance. It woiiM have been difficult to make a failure of it. 
The lady recited her lines well, and when she left the 
Stage she was furiously applauded, ^ 

''That shows what the public appreciation of the drama 
amounts to," remarked Mr, Wattles, sarcastically, al- 
though he had applautled Mrs. Anderson as loudly as any- 
one. "You can't hear yourself think for the noise they 
niake about this society woman ; yet, on the same stage 
there is a little girl who has real talent. But they ignore 
her." 

"Vou mean the young lady who plays the part of Ethel 
Darlington r^ questioned Al. 
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"Yes, of course t do. I see that you, at leasts knc 
good acting when you see it; but here comes Mrs, Ai 
derson again, AIiI that old fellow in the box over thcr^ 
is going to make a speech/* 

AI recognized in the '*old fellow"' referred to one of 
Boomville's prominent citizens — a certain Maj. Duncan. 

The major, who enjoyed nothing in life more than 
hearing himself talk in public or in private, had risen in i 
his seat and was signaling for silence. 

In a few moments the house was so still that the fall of 
the traditional pin would have startled the more nervous 
portion of the audience. 

The major, standing at the edge of the box, delivered, 
in a sonorous voice, a fulsome speech of praise, addressed 
to Mrs, Anderson, ending by presenting her with a wreath 
of laurels. 

The lady, not in the least embarrassed, made a brief 
reply, and was about to resume her part, when Maj, Dun- 
can, who had remained standing, said : 
P "But this is not all. There is here to-night a young 
fellow townsman of ours of whom Boomville should be 
proud. I refer to the gentleman seated in the proscenium 
box on the other side,'* 

And the orator fixed his eyes on Al's face. 
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I Everyone in the house stared at Al, and Mr. Wattles 

I iffhispered in his ear : 

I **Why, he means you 1 What have you been up to? I 
( teH you J this is a great night for Boomvilte/' 

Evidently Maj. Duncan expected some acknowledgment 
of his compliment from Al, for after a moment's silence he 
added : 

"I repeat, I refer to the young gentleman yonder, Mr, 
Men Allston." 

"Get up and bow/' whispered the manager, in our hero's 
»ear. 

Scarcely knowing what he was doing, Al obeyed. 
The entire audience applaiided, although there were not 
three persons among them who knew why they did it, 

''Will the you n^ gentleman kindly step upon the stage?" 
went on the major. 

Without speaking, Mr. Wattles seized the boy by the 
arm, and fairly dragged him through a narrow door in 
the rear of the box. 

*ThLs is the easiest way of getting on the stage/' he 
said. **I wonder what they have got on foot. They 
ought to have told us. In a case hkc this it is always the 
proper caper to have a witty impromptu speech ready, and 
they ought to have given you a chance to prepare one a*- 
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your leisure — tlicy really ouglit. But this is tint Neiv 
York, Now, then, my hoy, step out on the stage- Don\ 
you hear them shouting for you?'' 

But Al held back. * 

"I don't understand all this," he said. "What do they 
want with me?" 

"Go and hnd out/' 

*'Allston ! Allston !'' came from all parts o£ the theater* , 

**Go on!*' 

And Mr. Wattles fairly pushed his companion upon the 
stage. 

It is not necessary to say that Al was greatly em- 
barrassed as he confronted the sea of faces. His agpear- 
ance was greeted with wild cheers, though the audience 
did not know what they were cheering about. ^ 

In a few moments silence was again restored through 
the efforts of Maj. Duncan, who then cleared his throat 
and began : 

'Tt may not be known to many of you that we have 
a hero, a genuine hero, among us, but it is a fact. And 
that hero now stands blushingly upon the stage before us- 
Ladies and gentlemen, picture to yourselves this scene— 
a team of maddened horses rushing at a terrible rate of 
speed directly for a spot where a defenseless child has 
fallen on the highw^ay. Apparendy the little girl is 
doomed to a horrible death. The spectators stand spell- 
bound — all save one, a youth. He rushes forward and, at 
the risk of his own life, saves the child from the fate that 
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a moment Ijtifore seemed inevitable. Tliat youth, ladies 
and gentlemen, was Allen AUston; the little girl he res- 
cued was the child of our mayor/' 

The major's rather theatrical speech wap here inter- 
rupted by frantic applause, much to the orator's gratifica- 
tion and Al's embarrassment. 

When silence once more reigned the major went on : 
*'It is not necessary that I enlarge upon the heroism 
displayed by this noble youth ; it is evident to all of you, 
and the performance has already, perhaps, been delayed too 
,long. I will close by requesting the acceptance by Mr. 
Ailston of this token of esteem and appreciation from 
Mayor Anderson, who has delegated to me the most 
agreeable duty of making the prcsentaLton speech. Take 
it, my young friend; and always wear it in remembrance 
of those whom you have placed under so heavy a debt of 
gratitude." N 

As he spoke Maj. Duncan extended a diamond ring to 
the boy. 

Al was obliged to cross the stage to receive it. By 
this time he had partially regained his usual self-posses- 
sion. He took the ring with a graceful bow, and at- 
tempted to speak. 

But the effort proved «fi total fr^ihire. The words stuck 
in bis throat ; he could only give utterance to an inaudi- 
ble murmur. 

"Speech, speech!" cried a dozen or more persons, but 
Al was unable to gratify their wishes. In great coafu- 
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sion he retired to tlie comparative seclusion of the stage, 
where Mr, Wattles met him and grasped his hand. 

'*I had no idea you were a hero/' he said, "But why 
didn't you make a speech? Oh, I understand — stage 
fright. Well, never mind, you're the hero of the hour, 
anyway. Isn't that ring a sparkler ! Just completes your 
outfit as advance agent ; they always wear a diamond ring, 
you know. Well, this is a great night, and no mistake." 

By this time the perfonnance had been resumed. It 
was brought to a successful conclusion two hours later, 
xMrs. Anderson having been called before the curtain no 
less than ten times- 

"Tm glad everything went off so well," said Mn 
Wattles to Al, when the audience liad dispersed. '1 was 
a little afraid that fellow, Farley, would try to make some 
trouble for us. He's just about crazy enough from drink 
to do something desperate if the idea occurred to him. 
Look out for him, Allston/' 

"Fm not afraid of him/' said Al 

''Nevertheless, be on your guard. Well, didn't every- 
thing go off in great shape? That presentation alone will 
be worth a good many dollars to the show. Accounts of 
it will be published all over the country." 

"I wish they had given me the ring in private/' said Al, 

"You do? Well, I don't! You mtist get over some 
of that modesty of yours; you won't need it in your 
career as advance agent. Going now? Well, good-night 
You'll be ready to start for the next town at noon to- 

nrow ?*' 
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"Yes, slvr 

''Good. Look out for Farley on your way home." 

"I^m not worrying about him/' laughed Al. **I guess 
youVe more afraid of him than I am, sir. Good-night/' 

Al lived a little way cut of the town. To get home it 
was necessary for him to ride for half an hour in a horse 
car, and then to walk some distance along a lonely country 
road. 

Singular to say, the subject that engrossed his thouglrts 
during the ride was not the events of the day, not the new 
career that he was about to begin. One face was con- 
stantly before his mental vision, the face of the beautiful 
young girl — Miss Gladys March, the bills called her — 
who had played the part of Ethel Darlington. 

Why did her face haunt him so persistently? he asked 
himself. She was a complete stranger to him, yet, some- 
how, he felt as if he had known her all his life. 

His thoughts were still on her when he left the car and 
began his lonely walk. 

So absorbed was he in meditation that he did not 
notice that from the moment he alighted from the car he 
was followed at a short distance by a man whose face 
was concealed by a high coat collar and a slouch hat. 

The full moon was shining brightly, but Ars pursuer 
lurked in the shadows of the trees and shrubbery that 
lined the road on either side. 

For half an hour this pursuit of the boy continued ; then 
the man gave a shrill whistle. 

As Al turned, three masked men sprang from a cliunp 
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of bushes on his left and seued him. Before he could 
cry out a gag was thrust into his mouth. A few moments 
later he was hound hand and foot 

Then one of his assailants lifted him in his arms and 
bore him up a side road, near which the assauh had been 
committed. A covered wagon stood in waiting here, Al 
was placed in it; then his captors and the man who had 
followed him fro!ii the car, entered, and the vehicle was 
driven rapidly away. 

At the expiration of. perhaps, half an hour the wagon 
was hroiight to a standstill, and Al was lifted out* 

It was a strange sight that met his gaze. 

Half a dozen masked men were assembled under a tree, 
over one of the boughs of which w^as Flung a stout rope. 

One of the strange party stepped forward and removed 
the gag from the boy's mouth, saying: 

''If you have any last remarks to make, make 'em now, 
and be quick about it. We don't propose to fool away any 
time on this job." 

*'What does all this mean?'' gasped AJ* "What are 
you going to do?" 

"We*re going to string you up in just about two min- 
utes at the outside/' was the reply: ''so if you have any- 
thing to say you*d better hurry," 
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» 

A CLOSE CALL. 

*^You are going to murder me?'* the boy cried. 
'^Weil, we don*t put it just that way," was the cool 
reply of the man who had spoken before. 
"How do you put it, then?" 

"We are going to execute you. In cases like yours the 
law is a little too slow for us, so we have constituted our- 
selves judge, jury, execiuioners and all the rest of it. 
Young fellow, youVe stolen your last horse.'* 
The truth flashed upon Al.^ 

For several weeks residents of the neip^hborhood of 
Boomville — principally farmers — had been the victims of a 
clever horse thief, who had, since he bct^an operations^ 
stolen a number of valuable animals. The authorities 
seemed to be powerless in the matter, although they pro- 
fessed to be using every possible means to bdng the thief 
to justice. Only one clew had been gained; one of the 
stolen horses had been sold to a farmer in a village about 
fifty miles distant by a youth of about sixteen, who hafl 
given a plausible reason to the simple-minded purchaser 
for having the animal in his possession. The fanner had 
been p.ble to give a quite minute drscnption of tlie hoy. 
Al had read that description, and no;v rcniei Tiber ed^^ 
with a sinking of the heart, that it would apply 
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him fully as well as to the thief for whoin he \va9 
taken, 

"See here/' he exclaimed, impetuously, ''you are mak- 
ing a terrible mistake 1 I am not the j^erson you think 
me to be." 

*'That's all rig-ht/' was the sarcastic response of the 
spokesman of the crowd. "I told you we were not going 
to waste any words on you, and we are not." 

"String him up!" shouted another of the party. "Get 
the job done with! We're taking big chances in delay- 
ing the thing.'' ,^ 

"That's right!" 

''HHst the derned hoss thief, then!*' 

"We've had enough chin music ; let's get to work." 

These were a few of the comments of the would-hc 
executioners. 

One man no\v stepped to the front- It was he who 
had followed Al from the town* He had now donned a 
mask like the rest of the party. 

'I'll do the job," he saii '^Will you leave it to me, 
gents ?'' 

Al started* Where had he heard that voice? Before 
any reply could be made he said, in a loud, clear voice : 

"Gentlemen, I am innocent of this crime* My name 
is Allen Ailston* 1 live In Booinville, Hundreds of peo- 
ple there know me, and can tell you what my reputation 
is. Why, 1 should not have the slightest trouble tn 
proving an alibi. If you murder me^ you will all bitterly 
'gret it some day. You do not want to commit a mnr- 
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der; you want to da what you think an act of justice. 
You are making an awful mistake; give me a chance, and 
I will prove it/' 

These words had a visible effect upon the desperate 
men. They began tu converse together in a low tone — 
alFbut the man who had followed Al ; he stood aloof from 
the rest. 

'*See here," he presently said, in a voice that Al noticed 
trembled slightly, "if you gents have any more time to 
fool away here I haven't. I don't propose to get into 
any trouble through this thing. I have tried to do you a 
service, but you don't seem to appreciate it." 

'*We don*t want to make any mistake/' said the spokes- 
man, 

''But you're not making any mistake. Don't I tell you 
I know the boy, that he is the same one that sold me 
the horse last week ?" 
Here Al interposed. 

*'Do you claim,'' he asked, '"that you are the farmer 
to whom the horse thief sold one of the stolen animals 
last week ?" 

"I do ; and I recognize you as the person.. It's no use, 
my fine fellow, the jig's up, IVe been shadowing you for 
some time, and I've got you down fine." 

Al turned to the group of men, who hid been- listening 
in silence to the brief dialogue. 

"Gentlemen," he said, "do any of you know the farmer 
who bought the horse from the thief? Could any one 
of you swear to his identity ?" 
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The spokesman replied, this time mitig a gentler luiiej 
fhan Ijeforc. 

'^No, my lad/' he said, '*noi one of us ever saw the mas 
until to-night.** 

"Ycat don't see him now/' said AL '*I do not believe 
that this is the man at all. He is some enemy of mine, 
who has imposed upon yon for his own personal ends." 

**Bah!" interrupted the subject of discussion, ''are we 
to stand here all ni;^dit listening to this sort of stuff? 
The young villain is only trying to gain time. Of course, 
if he will steal, he will lie/* 

"All I ask is a fair trial/' said Al, "but I see I cannot 
get that here. However, gentlenien, if you must kill sarti< 
one, don't kill the wrong- man. It looks to me a goi 
deal as if this fellow were the real thief, and that he was 
trying to throw dust in your eyes. None of you ever saw 
him before, you say. Xow. perhaps T have seen him. Let 
me see his face; it may be that I can identify him/' 

''That's fair enough.** 

^'That's all right." 

"Off with your mask, stranger, and let the boy see 
your face/' 

It was evident that the sentiment of the crowd was turn- 
ing in Al's favor. 

*^Why should I show him ray face?'' said the boy's ac- 
cuser, ''AH the rest of you are masked/' 

*'We^ll take off our masks if you take off yours/' said 
the spokesman. '^ Eh. boys?'' 

'* Ay 1 ay !" came from the others. 



yGoo^V 



A Close Call 57 



Still the stranger hesitated. 

lt*s* risky for all of us/' he said. **Have done with 

nonsense. If you are going to do away with the 

lief, get to work; if you're not, why, let him go. VVe 

I't stand here all night chinning.;* 

Off with your mask !" said tlie leader of the crowd, 
sternly, 

'*An right," said the fellow, desperately; ^*I agree. Off 
with yours, then, all of you.'* 

Several of tlie crowd removed their masks. The 
stranger raised his hand, as if to take his off, hut iri- 
:^'^ead of doing so, he turned siidilenly and made a n.ish 
Ulf a thick growth of M^ood near which the scene we have 
i^^st described had been enacted, hi a few moments— 
^KioTe his companions could recover from their astnui?^h- 
Tiient-^he had disappeared, 

I "After him, Hammond and Thompson, and you, Por- 
ter!" shouted the leader, "Don't let him get away from 
you/' 

Then turning to Al, he added : 

"Boy, I believe we have made a mistake. That fellow 
IS the real thief.*' 

"T don't know about that/' said our hero, "but I do 
know I'm not.'' 

'Tf he isn't the thief, what motive could he have had 
I in accusing an innocent person ?** 

'Terhaps it is some one who has a grudge against 
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"It must be an awful ijrudge to induce hioi ta lay 

& plot as that against you. Do you suspect anyone?'* 

"I'd rather not mention any names/' said Ah 

Here an old farmer, one of the 'three or four who ba4 
removed their maskR, stepped forward. 

*'Don't let this here boy fule yer/' he said. ''I b'lie' 
he's one o* the g'ang. Mark my word, it 11 turn aout so 

''You think so, do you, Mr. Chadwick?'' said Al, quietl' 
looking the old man full in the face. 

"Yeou know me, dew yeou?" 

"Yes, and you ought to know me. Have you forgol 
[Allen Allston?" 

The farmer gasped for breath. 

'm be demed ef it ain't Jack Allston's boy!^' he 
claimed. "WTiy, o' course I know yeou." 

"I told yon my name before/' 

"I wuz so *xcited that I didn't take notice. I wuz so, 
sure, yeou see, thet we hed the riglit one. Boys" — tjarn^ 
ing to the others — "Fll swear thet this here lad don-t kno^ 
jio more 'baout who stole them bosses than we do, I kno^ 
all his folks, an' there ain't a dishonest hair in the heads 
o' enny o' them, Td ha' knowM him at fust, but I ain't 
seen htm fer a year or more, an' he^s grow'd. An' be- 
sides, my eyesight ain't what it used ter be. Boys, wcVe 
hed a narrer escape from committin' a murder/' The 
men now crowded round Al and shook his hands, and 
apologized for their rough treatment of him. 

While they were thus engaged the three who had gone 
in pursuit of Al's accuser returned. 
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in't you ^ot him?'" cnc4 Farmer Chadwick. 
No, he gave us the slip. The moon has gone under 
Qud, and in the darkness he got away. But we'll 
him yet." 
Then the man turned to Al, 

t"Boyj" he queried, "have you any suspicion as to who 
he fellow is ?*' 

w Our hero hesitated, then he replied: 
' "Yes, I have," 

*'\Vho do you think he is?'* cried two or three of the 
men together. 
"I would rather not say/' replied the boy. 
"Why?'' 

**Because I might be wronging an innocent man." 
''But we want to find the thief/* 

"I cannot help you do that. If the man is the one I 
ftink he may be, he did not steal the horses." 

"Why did he accuse you, then?'' demanded one of the 
party, 
^Merely to satisfy a private grudge." 
*'Then he ought to be found and punished ; so why do 
you try to shield him?" 

"Because it is my private affair/' replied Al, quietly. 
"And because I do not like your way of administering 
what you call justice. See how near you came to making 
a mistake to-night. But how did you run across the fel- 
low who said I was the thief?" 

*T11 tell you," replied the spokesman, rather sheep- 
ishly, ''A few of us were in a saloon in Boomville the 
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early part of tlie evening. We had indulged in a 

drinks^ and we nnist have talked a little louder than 
realized, for this fellow overheard us telling how we wf 
going to start a search. for the horse thief to-night 
string him up if we found him. He came and told us thsc 
he could lead us to him. Well, he talked as if he knr 
what he was saying, and — — Well, you know the resr 

*'So/' said Al, **you took the word of a barroom loaft 
or worse, on a matter of so much importance as that," 

'*Wf were excited and had drunk a little too much," 

"Welk it seems to me that you had better leave tl 
future management of the business to the proper author: 
ties/' suggested Ah 

"Maybe youVe right/' admitted the man he addressee! 
''Well, you won't say anything about "this night's affair i 
anyone ?" 

"I shall say nothing that can harm you. The thin; 
shall not be made public through me/' 

'*WeUl take your word for that. And now, get into 
th^ wagon, and you shall be driven home/' 
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CHAPTER X. 

AKT INTERVIEW WITU THE MAYOIL 

AJ^s ride home after his queer adventure was an un- 
eventful one. He was glad enough to reach the solitude 

his own room. Although his body was tired, his mind 
5«emed abnormally active, and for at least two hours he 
% tossing sleeplessly on his bed, reviewing not only the 
^^xciting events of the day, but much of his past life. 

We have thus far said nothing of cur hcro^s past, nor 
^^^^n we now: we M-ill let him tell the .story himself, as 
^'''' did the next morning when he visited the mayor's 

Ten o'clock was the time Mr. Anderson had appointed 

■'^ their interview, but A1 was on hnnd a little before 

-^t hour. Mr, Wattles had told him that he must leave 

^^omville for the next town at noon, and he knew he had 

^^0 time to waste. 

I The mayor received him cordially. 

"Tni delighted to see you, my dear young friend," was 
^is greeting, as he grasped the boy's hand. "We had a 
'RUnd success last night, did we not? And it was all due 
to your efforts. If it had not been for your persistency 
Mrs. Anderson would not have appeared." 
I "Then you are not sorry that she played, sir?" ques- 
^oned Al, somewhat surprised at the mayor's enthusiasm. 
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"Sorry? Not a bit of itl Why, it wa% one 

grandest triumphs io the history of the American 

Al had his own opinion on that point, but he di 
express it; lie only said: 

**The audience seemed to be very much pleased 
Mrs, Anderson's work," 

** Pleased I Of course they were pleased. How 
they help it? As for myself, I was as much deiigh^ 
I was surprised. I have given my consent to Mrs. 
derson*s second appearance to-night/' 

^'Indeed, sir?" 

"Yes, Mr. Wattles came to me and, in the moi 
spectful manner, asked the favor. You see, the 
who has been playing the part was so angered 
wife's isuccess that she refused to appear. I could 
nothing but yield, especially as Mr Wattles assures 
that there was a widespread feeling of disappointmerii 
the part of those who were unable to gain admission 
night Mr. Wattles, my lad, considers Mrs. Andei 
one of the greatest geniuses on the American stage; 
told me so this morning." 

Al could not help thinking that the ''foxy" manai^ei 
was overdoing the thing a little; but he did not express 
any opinion. In fact, Mr, Anderson did not give him 
chance to do so. for he went on as soon as he hli 
caught his breath : 

**But never mind about all that now. Some day yoi 
will doubtless remember with pride that yoti assisted 
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:>f debut of Mrs. Anderson; but let us now talk of your- 
'i- • 

"We might find a more interesting subject, sir," sug- 
ested Al. 

'It is like your modesty to say so, but I cannot agree 
/ith you< NoWj my lad, I have taken a great interest in 
ou, and I axi going to do what I can to help you along 
a the world. What do you most need now, Mr. 
Ubton?" 

''Good health, air/' laughed Al; "or, rather, a continu- 
ince of it I have about everjlhing else I want." 

*'Well, I am about to offen you something that you 
laven^t got." 

*What isthat, sir?" 
P'*'A position under the city government, a position with 
rety little work and a good salary. It has never been 
leld by anyone as young as you before, but I haven't the 
Jlightest doubt that you will be able to discharge its duties 
latisfactorily- In fact, it is almost a sinecure." 

-'"You are very kind, sir," said Al, as the mayor paused, 
'but I cannot accept the position." 

'^Eh? You cannot? Why not?" 

'Tor two reasons, sir/* 

"What are they?" 

**One is that the position you are kind enough to offer 
:o me is not the kind I am looking for. I am not looking 
for an easy berth. I want a place where there will be 
phnty to do.'^ 

The mayor stared at the boy incredulously, 
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^'Wtll," he said, **you are an original And whlj 
your other reason for refusing?" 

'*lt is that I have a good place now, sir/' 

'*Ah, indeed? What is it?" 

**Mr. Wattles has engaged me as advance agent for 
company,'' 

Mn Anderson's face clouded. 

'*And yoit would rather travel with a show than 
an easy, respectable position here at home?" 

"I wotdd, sir;^ 

''Well, that is a matter of taste. I shoufa prefer tt 
berth I have just offered you," 

'*! hope you are not offended, Mr. Anderson?" s^ 
Al, a little diffidently. 

^'Offended! No, no, my boy; but I think you 
making a mistake." 

"The end will show, sir." 

''Yes, yes, the end will show. Well, I can't help feelu 
an interest in you, not only because you rescued my chi' 
but because you seem to me to be a rather unusual k 
Do you mind answering me a few questions? Belie' 
me, I shall not ask them out of mere idle curiosity," 

"Ask as many as you like, sir," 

''Do you live in Boomville?" 

*'A little way out of the town, sir." 

"Are your parents living?" 

"Only my mother/' 

''And your father — has he been dead long?" 
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m 'lie died before I was born, sir." 

r "Can it be that your father was John Allston ?" 

"That was his name, sir." 
I "Wh>% good gracious!" exclaimed the mayor, with a 
^Ww interest, "I .knew him. It was years ago, and we 
were never intimate, but 1 had a speaking acquaintance 
with him. Let me see, was there not something peculiar 
about the manner of his death? I remember hearing 
something said about it at the time, but it was so long 
ago that I cannot remember just what it was." 

'* People said, sir/* replied Al, ''and I guess they were 
rightj that my father died of a broken heart." 
I *'I remember now!'' interrupted Mr. Anderson. "His 
child, your sister, was stolen. Her loss was such a blow 
to him that he only survived the shock a few months." 
"Yes, sir; that is true/' 
^ ''It is a sad story. Was your sister never found ?" 
"No, sir.'^ 

''Nor any clew to the mystery gained?" 
'* Nothing of any importance, sir. It was suspected that 
her nurse had something to do with the affair, and she 
was shadowed for a long time. But nothing was ever 
learned." 

"I can sympathize with your poor father and mother, 
my boy," said the mayor, with more emotion than Al 
had seen him manifest before. "I can understand his 
feelings. But the depth of a mother's love is something 
we of the grosser sex cannot ever quite comprehend. I 
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suppose your mother has never entirely recovered 
the blow/' 

"She never has, Mr. Anderson; and it is in the ho 
that I may help her to do so that I have taken this en*^ 
gagemeiit with Mr, Wattles' company/' 
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CHAPTER XL 

IN PERIU 



The mayor stared at Ai. 
"You have takea tliis engagement for your mother's 
sake?*' he said. "I don't understand/* 

"'I didn*t say that/' the boy replied, **I took it be- 
cause I believed the work was just the sort I could do 
li^ell. At any rate, it was just the sort I wanted to do. 
But I also thought that it might give me a good chance to 
look for my sisten What can I ever do if I stay here in 
Boomville ? Nothing* I will go out into the world ; and 
who knows- — '* 

He paused, perhaps a little offended ^ for the mayor was 
smiling. 

'*! didn't mean to hurt your feelings, my boy," Mr. 
Anderson said, straightening out his features, '*but your 
hopefulness reminds me of my own when I started out 
in life, Alas ! those dreams V' 
"But you succeeded, sir.'* 

"Yes, I succeeded, but in a far different line from that I 
marked out for myself. But" — in a changed tone — "it is 
later than I thought, and I must reluctantly say good-by. 
I am sorry you will not take the position I have offered 
you; but I cannot say that I respect you less for having 
refused it. When do you leave town?" 
"At noon/' 

. Digitized by VjOOQIC 



68 



In Peril 



'*Aml it is nearly eleven now. Well, my boy, let^H 
licar from von once in a while; ami be sure that vfl 

will always have a friend in John Anderson," M 

**Tliank you, sir. Good -morning," ■ 

And Al backed toward the door, j 

*'Wait a nionient," the mayor cried, suddenly prodlU 

ing^ a sealed envelope from his pocket "I want you t^H 

Uus. Open it at your leisure, I trust the contents wfl 

prove acceptable to you. And now, good-day, good-dayj 

Al could not help thinking that the manner in whidi 

liis companion almost shoved him out o£ th^ room WM 

due to a fear that he would open the envelope before Hm 

got out. But he put it in his pocket, saying: I 

"I am very nnicli obliged to you for your kindness ™ 

me, sir." I 

*The oblii^^ation Is on the other side, Mr. Allstoaj| 

was the reply. *'Ij\it good-day — and good kick to yon^'a 

Tt was after eleven when Al reached Mr. Watlle« 

hotel, I 

*'! was beginning to be a little nervous about you/* said! 

the manager. "But I said to myself: *T don't believe ii^J 

is one of the kind that go back on an agreement;' '' I 

**And you were ritHit, Mr, Wattles/' I 

'*You know you nuist leave by the noon train.*' I 

'*! am all ready, sir," I 

*'Our next stand, its you nre aware, is Rockton, It ^fl 

the reputation of being a bad show town, and if you^^H 

create a furore there you will do well/' ^^M 

"Vn try, sin" ^H 
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■ 'There is one morning paper there; do what you can 
Wth it;^ 

p *'l will. If you could only persuade JUrs. Anderson to 
po there 1 She was born in Rockton, and the whole popu- 
iMion would turn out to see her.*" 

' *1 thought of that, and tried it. But the mayor wouldn't 
hear of it. But he is going to let his wife appear here 
again to-night, all the same." 
"So I have heard/* 
"Eh? Are the bills out already?" 
*'I guess not, I have ju6t come from the mayor's 
office/^ 

''Ah 1 indeed ? Well, that's right ; it's policy to keep in 
with such people/' 
Al's face flushed. 

"I didn't go there as a matter of policy," he said, "but 
only because I promised the mayor yesterday that I 

i ^OLlld." 

'Wellj he ought to do something handsome for you in 
Tetum for the great service you did him/' 

'*! think he did quite enough In giving me that ring last 
night. My mother says it must be worth at least five 
hundred dollars, and she knows something about such 
things/' 

"It is worth more than that. But Anderson ought to 
(!o more for you. Why doesn't he get you a job under 
the city with a fat salary and nothing to do ?" 

''That's just what he offered me this morning," 
laughed Al. 
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The manager's jaw fell. 

"Then I shall lose you before long, of course?'* 

*'Not on account of that poHtica] job/' 

''Ehr 

"I refused it," 

"You did r 

"Of course. I want a job where there is somethii 
to do," 

*'Well, you've got it with me," said Mr, Wattles, evP 
dently gratified. *'But he might have given you a check/' 

"Maybe he did," said Al, reminded of the envelope that 
the mayor had handed him ju^t before he left the office. 

He took it from his pocket, tore it open and drew from 
it a long, narrow strip of paper. 

The manager, who was looking over the boy's shoulder, 
exclaimed : 

"WeU, he has done the handsome thing, and no mis- 
take/' 

The check waE5 for five thousand dollars. 

*'I won't take it !'' cried Al. 

*'Yes, you will take itT' said Mr, Wattles, very em- 
phatically. *To return it would be to offend him very 
deeply/' 

-But " 

"But you must be starting for the train. Come, FH 
walk to the depot with you. I have a number of points 
to give you," 

When they parted, the manager was better pleased than 
ever with AL His "points" did not seem to be needed by 
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boy; a knowledge of and adaptability to the business 
eemed to have been born in him. 

''You're all right/' said Mr. Wattles, slapping his new 
aiivance agent on the shoulder jusf before they parted. 
*'I consider a big house in Rockton a dead-sure thing." 

Al was not quite so confident, however. In Booni- 
%ille circumstances had favored him, but he could not 
hope for the same luck in Rockion ; there he would have 
to prove his fitness to be the advance agent of the New 
\:ork Comedy Company by tact and hard work. 

In conversation with a gentleman on the train, he 

I learned a fact of which Mr. Wattles had not informed him 
^that Banium's circus was at Rockton. 
'*There won't be a coqwraVs guard at your show," said 
his informant, unsym pathetically , "Everybody for miles 

i around has been saving up to go to the circus. Other 
shows will be simply not in it/' 
As if to add to ATs annoyance, the circus parade was 
Koing on when he reached Rockton ; at any other time he 
^voiild have stopped and looked at it, but he was not in the 
niood now. 

The sidewalks near the depot were crowded with eager 
sightseers. Al forced his way through their ranks, and 
attempted to cross the street, heedless of the warning cries 
of those who saw him. 

He had reached the middle of the street when he at- 
tracted the attention of one of the elephants, an animal 
with a national reputation for viciousness. The beast 
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quickened its pace, reached the boy, seized him in tti 
trunk and raised him high in the air, with the evident iii^ 
tention of dashing him to the pavement. 

A cry of horror rftse from the crowd. Apparently Al] 
was doomed to a frightful death. 



yGooglc 



CHAPTER XII. 

L J NTERVIEWED. 

I The elephant that had seized Al was, as we have said, 
^ well known for his vjciousness. He had l^illed two keep- 

Iers and injured half a score of persons. One of his es- 
capades had occurred quite recently, and was fresh in the 
minds of most of the witnesses of his attack on the boy. 
There was an almost simultaneous cry from the on- 
lookers, followed by a dead silence. The animafs small 
eyes twinkled viciously. It was evident enough that in 
crossing his path Al had excited his ire, and that it was his 
intention to revenge himself in a characteristic manner. 
1^ Suddenly a sharp cry broke the silence. It was the 
voice of the elephant's keeper, who had been lagging a 

(little behind, but who now came rushing up, shouting a 
command to his charge in a language unintelligible to 
niost of his hearers. To all of them, perhaps, except the 
animal ; it was plain enough that he understood it. 

^ His manner changed. He held his captive poised in the 

air a moment, then dropped him. 

I Al fell heavily to the pavement directly under the feet 

of the beast. A new plan of revenge evidently suggested 
itself to the elephant. He was about to plant one of his 

^ huge feet on the boy's chest when the keeper again gave 

\ utterance to the same cry of command. 
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The warning had its effect ; ifie animal stepped over his 
intended victim, not touohi ng him. 

In another moment Al had sprung out of harm*s way. 

It was an exciting scene. Men were shouting, children 
crying and women sobbing. 

One nervous, hysterical lady, whom the boy had never 
seen before in his life, clasped him tiglitly in her arms, 
and wept convulsively on his shoulder* 

Al was, perhaps, the coolest person in the crowd. Dis- 
engaging himself from the embrace of his new-found 
friend, he said : 

"There's nothing to cry about, madam; Vm all right." 

"YouVe sure you're not hurt?" sobbed the lady, scarcely 
knowing what she was saying, 

"Not in the least; not so much as scratched/' 

"YouVe had a mighty narrow escape, all the same, 
young man," said the elephant's keeper— the procession 
had come to a standstill, and many of the employees had 
crowded around the boy. "This ought to be a lesson to 
you not to try to cross a circus parade again,*' 

'Tt will be," said Al, witli a smile. *'At any rate, I shall 
be careful not to get too near the elephants." 

Just then a nervous, bustling little man with a notebook 
in his hand forced his way through the crowd to where 
Al was standing. 

"I represent the Rockton Daily Banner/* he announced. 
*Tlease give me your name, sir/' 

"Certainly,'' replied the boy, with an eye to business. 
'T am the advance agent of Wattles' New York Comedy 
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Company, which plays here to-morrow night, appearing 

in " 

"That's all right," the reporter interrupted. '1 know 
what it appears in. But your name, please." 
"It is Allen Allston." 

"What! not the youth who so heroically saved the life 
of the child of Mayor Anderson, of Boomville ? Not the 
same who was presented with the ring at the opera house 
fast night r' 

By this time the circus parade had been resumed ; but, 
in the immediate vicinity of the scene of the adventure we 
have recorded, it excited less interest than the interview 
between Al and the reporter. 
The boy colored and hesitated. 

"Yes," went on the Banner man, "you must be the 
same. Why, there were two columns about you in the 
paper this morning. You seem born for adventure. You 
bemg the hero of the hour, your escape of this morning 
will excite great interest. I can make at least a column 
of it. Here, Mr. Allston, come with me. We must get 
out of this crowd ; then we can have a talk." 

Al resigned himself to the inevitable, and forced his 
way through the crowd, arm in arm with the reporter. 

While he shrank from having his personal affairs made 
public, he also had the interests of his employer at heart ; 
^t -saw that the exciting incident of the morning might 
be used as an advertisement for the show, and he decided 
to sacrifice his feelings and let the ambitious and ener- 
getic reporter have his own way. 
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^*We1i siep in here/' &aid the Banner man, leadiog f^| 
way into the lobby of a hoteL "Really, it is kicky fCH 
you that this thing happened; it can*t fail to boom yoilB 
show. And it needs booming, too, kt me tell yoUt* fM 
the circus will be here to-morrow night, and is pretty sure^ 
to gather in about all the surplus cash that will be left iilj 
the neighborhood after to-day's performances." I 

*' Still/' said Ah "my company is a strong attraction.*^ 
''Under ordinary circnmstances, yes; but not when tlid 
circiis is in town. Still, we'll see what can be done. Fv9l 
lieard a good deal about you during the last twenty - font" -1 
hours, and, honestly, Vd like to help you. You give me ^ 
all the most startling facts in your career^ and Fll write | 
*em up in good style/' 

*'Eut,** smiled Ah * 'the re has never been anything star- i 
tlinof in my career/' 

**Eh?'' gasped the reporter. **What did you say?" I 
Al repeated the statement. " 1 

*'An advance agent without a startling career I'' said 
the Banner man. ''Why, i^nch a thing was never heard of 
before. As a rule we have to cut ont nine-tenths of the 
bl^xd- curdling incidents in advance agents' careers^ and 
even then what is left sounds Hke an Arabian Nights 
story/' 

Al laughed. 

"Well/' he said, ''then T am a remarkable exception. 
Isn't that a startling fact?'* 

*That may help things out a little/* 
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''Besides, it is not myself that I want to bcxDm, but the 
New York Comedy Company." 

"Well, you are a rara avis! But by booming yourself 
K you may at the same time boom the show. Now, tell me 
all about yourself first. You see, the public is more in- 
terested about you personally than about Mr. Wattles' 
m company. But V\\ work in a good notice for the show, 
too. Now, then, please tell me where you were born, 

Iwhen^and all the rest of it." 
Within ten minutes the reporter was in possession of 
most of the facts of Al's **career"; and, as the boy had 
said, there was nothing very startling' in the story. But 
when the Banner man had wormed the fact out of the lad 
that his sister had been lost or stolen in infancy, he ex- 
claimed : 

''Why, that's just what I want. A romance in your 
life! Nothing could be b^ter. A long-lost sister! Tliat 
will show up in great shape in the heading." 

"Bat," interrupted Al, coloring, "I don't want anything 
said about it. Please omit any reference to my family." 

"Well," said the reporter, '*just as you say; but it is 

(easy to see that you have not been an advance agent 
very long. Why, my dear boy, the article which I am 
going to write will be copied all over the country, and 
might be the means of restoring your sister to you. But 
there, there"— as Al was about to speak — "Fll consider 
youT wishes in the matter, and if I say anythhig about 
I your sister it will only be a passing reference, conched in 
I the most delicate terms. And now, then, what about the 
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company? How many thousand dollars* worth of dia- 
monds has the leading lady lost during the last week? I 
Which of the men of the company is engaged to be mar- 
ried to one of Gould's daughters? Don't be bashful; 
tell me all you have to tell, and Fll use all of the stuff 
I can. You've given me an Ai interview, and Vm glad 
to have a change to do you a good turn," 

Al had a few alleged facts about certain members of 
the New York Comedy Company, and he proceeded to 
retail them to his companion, who made notes of them. 

"They're rather chestnutty/' he said, as he returned his 
notebook to his pocket, *'but Fll fix them up in as good 
shape as I can, and they may help yon out a little. How- j 
ever, you mustn't expect a big house to-morrow night, ^ 
for you won't have it." i 

With this cheering assurance the Bayiner scribe took 
his leave. 

It had occurred to Al, too, that the notices which had 
been furnished him by Mr. Wattles were somewhat 
"chestnutty." 

"Never mind," he said to himself, ''somehow or other 
I'll fix things so that we'll have a big house. But, judging 
from the way I have begun, my first engagement as ad- 
vance agent is not going to be much of a 'snap.^ " 

Al was busy during the entire day seeing that the paper 
— ^that is, the posters, window hangers, etc.— of the com- 
pany was displayed to the best advantage. 

This work had been done after a fashion some days 
before by the local manager, but the way in which the 
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'diity had been performed did not suit the young advance 
agent, and he kept men "hustling" all day, 

''What's the use?" said the manager of the theater, with 
a weary smile. "It's sure to be a losing engagement, any- 
how." 

''Maybe not," returned Al. '* You'd better get the 
'standing-room-only* sign dusted off, in case we need it." 
**Rats !" was the response. **Young man, when you 
know this business and this town as well as I do, you'll 
sing a different tune. We shall have about two hundred 
people in the house to-morrow night — maybe not quite 
so many.*' 

And he exhibited the advance sheet, which Al ex- 
amined with a sinking heart. Only half a dozen seats had 
been sold for the performance. 
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^ ASTROKEOFLUCK. 

"Something has got to be done," said the youn? ad- 
vance agent. 

"Everything possible has been done." returned the 

nianager. pettishly. "The amount of the thing is that we 

have struck an unlucky night, and there's no help for it." 

lla>be there is," said Al, quietly. "I mean to have a 

big house to-morrow night somehow or other." 

The manager laughed sarcastically. 

•Tve heard beginners like you talk before." he said. 

'^ ou thmk yow are going to set the river on fire, but the 

nver .s not inflammable. I admire your nerve. IV 

heard W you dn^mmed up bu.,iness in Boomville, and 

you d.d wel . But you can't do that sort of thing all th. 

tmie My friend. Wattles, wrote and told me that you 

y^M work things so that the house would be full when 

"BT^\fV' '"' '' ""'"' ' "^'^'^^^ *'-* time." 
Did Mr. Wattles say that ?" cried Al 

"He did; and I was surprised at it, for Wattles is not 
usually a very sanguine man." 

"If he said it. rn do it," announced the boy. 

Agam his companion laughed. 

"There's nothing like youthful enthusiasm," he said 

-d I acknowledge that it cuts lots of ice at times^bu; 

-t every .me. Vou might as well try to square rcirci: 
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as to get a crowd here to-morrow evening, Jt can't be 
done/' 

"W-e'lJ see," responded Al, with tlie most coiiiidcnt air 
lie could assume. 

The task before him was a hard one, apparently an 
impossible one, but he resolved that he would try to ac- 
complish it. 

"Sail ahead, and do it if you can,'* said the manager, 
with something very much like a sneer. "I shall watch 
your m-ethods with interest." 

'*It's a pity," said Al, "that you have only one morning 
paper here. Now if " 

"Oh," interrupted his companion, yawning, "we'll have 
another to-morrow morning." 

"How is that?" 

"A young dude named Marcus, with more money than 
brains — and not very*much of either, by the way — is to 
issue the first number of a new daily to-morrow morning. 
He is going to call it the Bugle, I believe." 

"It being the first issue," suggested Al, "it is likely to 
have a good sale. Wouldn't it be a good scheme to spend 
a little extra in advertising in it ?" 

"My lad," said the manager, wearily, "your ideas are 
primitive in the extreme. I have given them my usual 
size ad., and even if I wanted any more space — which I 
don't — I couldn't get it, for the paper is about all made up 
now. Oh, we can't do anything against the circus, and 
that settles that matter." 

It did not settle the matter with Al, however. He re- 
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turned to his hotel, and spent what was left of the after- J 
noon in trying to devise some plan to arouse public in- 
terest in the performance of the New York Comedy 
Company. 

He worked at the probkm until his head ached^ but the 
harder he thought the farther he seemed to be from a 
solution. 

In the evening he went down to the restaurant con- 
nected with the hotel, quite discouraged. 

There was no one in the room when he entered ; but a 
few minutes later two men, both of them evidently v€r>^ 
much excited, came in and seated themselves near him. 

After a glance at the boy and a hurried order to the 
waiter, they resumed a conversation in which they had 
been engaged when they entered. 

Al could not help overhearing nearly every word they 
said, for in their excitement they spoke louder than they 
thought. 

"I tell you, Marcus," he heard one of the men say, "it's a 
bad knockout." 

Marcus ! Al remembered that this was the name of the 
proprietor of the new paper. He was, as the manager had 
said, a rather dudish-looking young fellow, but his face 
was by no means indicative of a lack of brains. 

"The worst of it is,'' added Mr. Marcus, "that the 
Banner people will hav-e the grand laugh on us. They 
have been poking fun at the 'amateur daily/ as they call it, 
ever since the Bugle was announced; now they will go 
for us.'' 
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Al.was no\? interested; for the time he forgot his own 
worries. What could the trouble be in the office of the 
new paper? 

I ''They'll have a good chance," said Mr. Marcus* friend. 

"Really, my dear sir, I can't sec how you could have made 

such a break. The idea of accepting a full-page ad. for 

\ 'Dr, Gurgles' Metallic Liver Pads/ only to find that there 

i is no such thing on the market, and^ that you have been 

tmade the victim of a practical joker ! I wish I had had 
charge of the business end of the thing, this would not 
have happened*" 

'1 dare say not, but don't reproach me, for Tm too 
much broken up to stand it. The question is, how are 
J we gcnng to fil! up that page ? Fve been boasting, right 
and left, about the phenomenal amount of bona-fide ads. 
the first number of the Bugle would contain, and now we 
J ate a full page short. And Tve told a number of people 
that we were to have a page ad. from a well-known con- 
cern — something the Banner never had." 
"Have you told anyone what the concern was ?" 
^*No." 

"Then perhaps you could get some firm in town to take 
the page." 

"Fd let 'em have it at any price. But, no, it wouldn't 
do; I should have to own up how I had been victimized. 
Besides, it's too late now, anyhow. Why, nearly the whole 
paper is in type, and one side is printed." 

"Well, what are you going to do with that page?" 
'*] give it up." 
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Al rose from his seat and approached the table where 
the two gentlemen were seated. 

** Perhaps I can help out, sir,'' he said. 

Mr. Marcus started from his chair, his face flushed with 
anger. 

* 'You've been listening, boy !'' he exclaimed, 

**I have; I couldn't very well help itj for you spoke in a 
loud tone." 

*' That's so, Marcus," added the other gentleman. ''A 
public restaurant is not just the place to talk over such a 
matter." 

*'Well," said Marcus, glaring at Al, 'T suppose you 
mean to go and tell everyone in town what you hnve 
heard ?" 

"I don't know anyone in town, and if I did I shouldn't 
repeat a word. As I just said^ I think I can help you out/* 

"You! How?" 

"You said you'd let that page go at any price?" 

"I did." 

"Perhaps I will take it, I couldn't afford to do any 
thing like regular rates, but perhaps by helping you out I 
can get a lot of advertising almost free. I tell you frankly 
that is my object, and I give you my word that no one 
shall know anything about the transaction." 

Mr. Marcus and his companion stared at Al in amaze- 
ment. 

''Well," said the former, "you are a queer youngster. 
Who the mischief are you — another practical joker?" 

"No, I am Allen Allston, advance agent of Wattles* 
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New York Comedy Company, which plays here to-morrow 
night/' 

"A lad hke you ocaipying a position like that?" ex- 
claimed Mr, Marcus. 

"Jtist so, sir. Now, what will you let us have that 
page for?'' 

"Perhaps your einployer would repudiate the bill." 
'Til pay it myself, ngjht here and now." 
"I'll take you up. You can have the page for one hun- 
dred dollars. When can I have the copy ?" 

"Not at all at that price," replied Al, coolly. "The 
page wouldn't be worth that much to us. Fll give you 
fifty dollars, cash now, and the copy in an hour or less." 
After a moment *s hesitation, the proprietor of the Bugle 
I said : 

\ "Done! Give me the fifty dollars, and Fll give you 
a receipt for four hundred. But mind, mum's the word 
about this deal" 
"You may depend upon me, sir." 

"But," asked Mr. Marcus, "how are you going to have 
a full page of copy ready in an hour ?" 

"ril get it ready," repHed Al. "Your foreman will have 
it on time." 

He handed the publisher the fifty dollars, and received 
a receipt for four hundred. 

"Well," said Mr. Marcus, "you have a head for busi- 
ness, and no mistake." 

"I hope so," said Al, modestly; "but this transaction 
.^ does not prove it." 
r \ 
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''I think it does/' 

"My overhearing your conversation was only blind 
luck/' 

"Yes; but many a man would not have been smart 
and quick enoiigfh to take advantage of it. The successful 
business man is he who seizes upon the lucky acddents 
that others pass by, and turns them to his own advantage. 
You'll get along, my boy/' 
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CHAPTER XIV, 
al's ad. 

Mr. Marcus' words haunted Al for some time after 
their parting. 

"I don't know but there is something in that," the boy 
said to himself. "I'll look out for the lucky accidents 
after this." 

But the full-page advertisement had to be prepared in 
less than an hour, and Al had to turn his attention to its 
preparation. 

When he went to his room he had not the slightest idea 
what sort of an advertisement he was going to write ; he 
only knew that it must be something taking and brief. 

"Brevity is the soul of wit, anyhow," he reflected, "so 
I don't believe I shall make any mistake on that point. 
But what shall I say in the ad.? I wonder if I haven't 
bitten oif a little more than I can chew ?" 

In half an hour he had the advertisement ready, and a 
few minutes later he presented himself with it at the office 
of the Bugle, 

Here everything was in confusion, but he found the 
foreman of the composing room ready and waiting for 
him. 

"Have you got your copy all ready?" asked the man, 
nervously. "There is no time to spare." 

"Here it is," said Al, producing a slip of paper from 
his vest pocket. 
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"1 thought you were to have a full page?'* siid: 
foreman. 

''So I am, accorfliug to contract/* smikd the boy, 
"But there are only half a dozen lines here.*' 
"That's all," 

**Oh, you want a display ad?*' 

<»|SjQ^at least not the kind you mean, I want those few 
lines repeated over and over again until the entire spa^^' 
contracted for is tilled/* 

''You want it printed solid?" gasped the foreman. 
"That's It," 

"But I could give you a much more attractive ad- We 
can ^et up a full-page display ad. that would be sinipl^^ 
out of sight." 

''I don't doubt it, but T want another kind.'' 
"All right," said the foreman, with a pitying sigh; ''yoil^ 
pay your money and you take your choice/' 
*' That's the idea/' 

The foreman carefully ptirused the advertisement. ThisJ 
is what he read : 

"See the New York Comedy Company, Augustus Wai-^ 
ties, Manag^er. 

"See this great company in 'Laved and Lost/ 

^'See the real locomotive, under a full head of steam. 

"See the real steam yacht. 

"See all this. 

'*But^ 




"Please don't look at the queer old man in the tliira] 
r-Tow of the orchestra/' 
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The foreman glared at Al as if he thought him an 
^escaped lunatic. 

'That's a stranf^e ad.," he said. 
'Ts it?" laughed the bov- 
"I never saw anything Hke it before." 
"Well?" 

*'Well, do you want it to go in just as you have writ- 
ten it?" 
'"I do." 

'^Without any attempt at display?" 
**Withotit the slightest attempt at display." 
'That goes, then. Good-night; I must get the men at 
work on this at once." 

^Tve done all this on my own responsibility," reflected 
Al, as he left the place. 'Tf it turns out a fizzle, Mr. 
Wattles won't have so much confidence in me in the 
future. Well, there's no use fretting now; the thing is 
done. If it doesn't work I shall know enough not to 
repeat the experiment/* 

Still AI did fret a little after he got to his room. The 
apartment that bad been assigned to him was a large, 
gloomy room on one of the upper floors of the building. 
It was about half filled with paintings not hung, but 
standing against the wall. These, the hotel clerk had ex- 
plained, were tbe property of an impecunious artist who 
bad formerly boarded in the house, and were being held 
until his bill was paid. 

''We left tbem right there," explained the clerk, "not 
thinking that we would need to put anyone in the room 
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lor sonic tim«. Bttt on acccmiil of the nifsh to the 
the baasc is full, and we must put >-ou there," 

It made very little difference to Al where he slept, 
and he said so. He was only going 10 spend one night in 
the house, and the room was comfortable, if it was rather 
gloomy. 

Entering it after his visit to the Bugle office, he threvs 
hiniself into a chair and fixed his eyes on a full-length 
picture of a man in modern dress. He did not even take 
tiie trouble to light the gas. 

The rays of the moon dimly illumined the room and 
lighted up the picture. The boy sat for nearly half an 
TiQur staring absently at the portrait^ thinking nothing 
about it, but trying to plan his work for the next day or 
two. * 

But soon he began to realize that he was very tired- 
He found himself yawning, and his eyelids drooped in 
spite of himself. 

"Ifs no use," he said to himself, *T'll have to leave 
business until to-morrow. Til go to bed." 

But ju?t as he rose from his chair — could he believe the 
evidence of his senses? — the figure of the man steppe<i 
from the canvas and approached him. 

Tt was no dream, for in an instant the boy was as wide 
awake as he had ever been. 

Apparently the picture had come to life! 
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CHAPTER XV. 

SAVED BY A SHADOW, 

In a few seconds Al perceived that the picture had not 
been endowed with life; the painted figure remained in its 
place ; it was a being of flesh and blood that was approach- 
ing him. 

The intruder had been standing in front of the picture ; 
the dim light and Al's preoccupation had conspired to 
render the boy unconscious of his presence. 

"Who are you?'' our hero exclaimed, as the man ap- 
proached him. 

The next moment he recognized the fellow, and added 
in a startled voice : 
"Farley!" 

"Yes," said the ex-advance agent, "it's Farley, the man 
you knocked out. You're a little surprised to see me, 
aren't you ?" 

"What do you want?" demanded the boy. 
'*ni show you what I want.'* 
And he darted between Al and the door. 
"Get out of my way!'* the lad exclaimed, attempting 
to push him aside. 

But Farley seized him by the throat and forced him to 
the floor, 
^^ou won't escape me this time," he hissed, 
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Al struggled to release himself, but the grasp of tJit; 
drink-maddened brute was not to be shaken off, 

**No, you don*t !" he said, in a fierce whisper. "I warned 
you that you had not heard the last of me." 

Al tried to cry for help, but could only make an inar- 
ticulate sound. 

Farley dragged him in the direction of the window, 
saying : 

"You got away from me last night, but you won't this 
time." 

"So," Al managed to gasp, *Sou were the masked man 
who accused me of being a horse thief?" 

"I was the man. You nearly turned the tables Oti me 
that time, but you won't have the same luck twice in suc- 
cession." 

As he spoke Farley relaxed his grasp on the boy's throat. 

''Youngster," he went on, '*if it hadn't been for you I 
shouldn't have lost my job with Gus Wattles. Its loss, 
under the circumstances, means niin for me. I can't catch 
up again, unless " 

"Is that my fault ?" interrupted Al, seeing that the man 
was crazed with drink, and tl^at the wisest policy was t" 
attempt to conciliate him. "I didn't take the position until 
Mr. Wattles had decided to discharge you.** 

"It's a lie!" 

"It's the truth." 

"If you had not been available he would have taken 
me back." 

"I don't know anything about that. Of course, I liad 
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flo feeling against you in the matter, I wanted the place, 
lut I could not have obtained it if your u-ork had been 
satisfactory/' 

''You ttsed some underhanded method to oust me/' 
"I did^ot/^ 

''You did. If you had not, how could you have gotten 
the place ? There are dozens — hundreds — of experienced 
men, who woald have been glad to take the position at 
balf my salary. No, you did it for private reasons of 
youT own. You weie hired to do it to separate me 
irom her/' 
'Trom whom?'' 

"You know well enough who I mean/' 
"I have not the slightest idea/' replied AL » 
By this time Farley had permitted him to rise to his 
feetj but still kept between him and the door, 

"I mean Gladys — as yott know/' said the drink-mad- 
dened man; "Gladys, for whom I wotdd give my very 
life." 

''Miss March ?'* 

It was with genuine surprise that Al asked this question. 

"Yes/' 

"You think that I am in a conspiracy to separate you 
from her?" 

"I know it/' 

"You are entirely mistaken. T know nothing at all 
about Miss March's affairs; in fact, I have never even 
spoken to her/' 
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**It is a lie. But cume, 1 have no more time to waste* 
This job must be done/' 

He again seized the boy by the throat, and dragged 
him toward the window. Al was by no means a weakling', 
but he was absolutely powerless in the grasp of his 
frenzied assailant. . 

With one hand Farley helo his intended victim, while 
with the other he threw up the window sash, 

''No one in the street below/' he hissed, "is looking, 
and if they were they could not see us. When your body 
is found, your death will be considered an accident/' 

Al now lay on his back upon the sill; half his bofly 
was out of the window. Apparently the villain's object 
was almost accomplished, and in a few seconds the boVs 
mutilated body would be lyin^ upon the pavement below. 

"I never knew before/' said Farley, *'how sweet re- 
venge was/' 

"You won't know just yet," said A!, '*if I can help it," 

As he spoke, realizing his extreme peril, he made on^ 
last, desperate effort, exerting all his strength, and suc- 
ceeded in regaining his footing. 

The struggle was renewed, but it seemed certain that 
it must result in the boy's defeat. 

Suddenly, however, Farley released his hold on Al and 
rushed to the opposite side of the room, crying: 

"Interfere, will yon ?" 

At first our hero could not iinderstand this action, but 
in a moment he comprehended it. 

The villain had actually been frightened by hts owei 
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fiadow, which was strongly putlincd on the wall oppo- 
^isite. It might have been mistaken even by a sober man 
for an intruder; and in his excited condition Farley was 
certain that some one had come to the rescue of his in- 
tended victim- 

Of course, he quickly discovered his mistake, but Al had 
now time to rush to the door, fling it open, and make his 
tscape from the room. 

Outside the door stood one of the hotel clerks, who had 
evidently just arrived upon the scene, and who demanded: 
"What's going on in there?'' 

Before Al could reply Farley rushed out of the room 
and started for the staircase. In a moment he had dis- 
appeared, 

Al started to follow him, but the clerk seized him by 
the collar, shouting; 

''You won't get away quite as easily as all that, my fine 
fellow! Now, what's your little game?" 

**Don*t keep me standing here," cried the boy, trying 
to shake off the man's detaining grasp. 

"That's ail right/* was the response of the zealous em- 
ployee, who was under the impression that he had cap- 
tured a hotel thief. "You just keep quiet. Fve got you 
all right, and your pal won't get out of the house as easily 
as he thinks." 

By the time Al had explained the situation so that the 
clerk understood it, Farley had had ample time to make 
his escape* 
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The mail was somewhat crestfallen when he reaUz^tf j 
that he had made a mistake. 

'*No matter/' he said, "the ruffian can*t have gotten out 
They'd be sure to detain him downstairs." 

But, as they learned when they reached the office, Far- 
Icy had eluded them. He had walked leisurely out, light- 
ing a cigar, apparently in a perfectly easy, unconcerned 
frame of mind. 

Having notified the police of what had occurred, Al 
returned to his room, and in a few minutes had retired for 
the night, having first assured himself that there were no 
other unbidden guests in the apartment. 

The next morning he found a note awaiting him in the 
office. It read as follows : 

**You are a lucky ^ youth, but your luck won't last for- 
ever. You don*t lead a charmed life. I am on my mettle 
now, and I am going to settle you if I swing for if 

There was no signature, but of course Al knew Wf^^I 
enough who the writer of the precious communication was. 

He did not feel particularly worried; in fact, he had 
no time to worry just then, for, as he put the note in his 
pocket, the morning papers were placed in his hand by 
the clerk, with the remark ; 

''Well, young man, you are a corker and no mistake." 
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A LESSOK IN JOURNALISM, 

Al laughed. 

'"What do you mean by that?" he asked, 
"Read that interview with you in the Banner, and you'll 
find out. If you've been through half the startling ad- 
ventures that the reporter says you have it is a wonder 
jou are alive now/' 

Our hero opened the paper with a feeling of appre- 
hension vfhich proved to be well grounded* 

Undoubtedly the interview would prove a good adver- 
tisement for the show, but it embarrassed A! greatly; he 
Would gladly have given a hundred dollars to have been 
able to withdraw it But it was too late for that now ; 
already it had, doubtless, been read by half Rock ton. 
The reporter had not kept faith with him. 
"Tf I say anything abont your sister/' he had lold him, 
"it will only be a passing reference, couched in the most 
delicate terms/' 

But instead of that he had headed the article : 

A BOY WONDER! 



AN EXTRAORDINARY CAREER! A LON G^LOST SISTER ! 

And there were other headlines that startled and dis- 
tnayed AL 
I According to them he had been a lion hunter, a cham* 
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pion football and baseball player, an exceptional sprinter, 
and the greatest boxer of his age that the world had ever 
known. 

"You mu^ have made yourself mighty solid with the 
Banner man to get an ad. like that/' remarked the clerk, 
"It's simply great." • 

"I wish I hadn't succeeded in making myself quite so 
solid," groaned Al. 

The clerk stared at him, asking in surprise : 

"Don't you like the notice V 

"Hardly." 

"What's the matter with it ?"' 

"I'm not here to advertise myseif, but the New York' 
Comedy Company." 

"You're the first advance a^ent I ever saw who wasn't 
trying to advertise himself at the expense, if necessaiy, of 
his show." 

"That isn't my way of doing business." 

"Well, this article will boom the show, and don^ you 
forget it. But if you don't like the headlines what will 
you think of the interview ?" 

Al sank into a chair and began a hasty perusal of the 
article. 

He was dismayed at the reporter's audacity; the in- 
formation he had given the man had been so altered and 
distorted that he could only dimly recognize himself in 
the hero of the newspaper man's weird fancy. 

The interview was in the highest degree complimentary 
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least from its writer's standpoint ; it was evident that 
be report er had written it in a friendly spirit, and with the 
intention of jpving its subject a good "send off." 

The portion that referred to his ^ter annoyed AI the 
most. It was near the end of the two-column article, and 
read as follows ; 

''But the life of the hero of this strange, though strictly 
authentic, tale has not been entirely one of adventurous 
pleasure. Deep in his heart he carries a sorrow about 
which he was extremely reticent to speak to the Banner 
reporter. In referring to it this lad, who has faced 
dangers from wWch many a stalwart man would shrink 
appalled, wept like a child. Years ago he lost an idolized 
sister. She was taken from the home of which she was 
the pride, not by the hand of death, but by that of a 
kidnaper. The story is a most romantic one. The little 
child was playing one morning on the sloping lawn in 
front of her father's palatial country seat in Tarrytown, 
adjoining that of the late Jay Gould. Her nurse was 
called away for a few moments. During the woman's ab- 
sence the child disappeared. What became of it ? Alas ! 
to this day no one save the ruthless destroyer of the hap- 
piness of this once peace f\d home knows. It was ru- 
mored that a rejected suitor of the little girl's mother was 
the villain, but nothing was ever proven against him. The 
father of the child died of a broken heart, and his wife 
would, without doubt, have snon followed him to the grave 
had it not been for her boy — the subject of this necessarily 
incomplete article. For liis sake she resolved to live. 
When he was but four years of age she made him promise 
her that he would devote his life to solving the mystery 
of his sister's fate." 
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Al lot^ked up from the paper, his face white with anger, 

^The villain!" he exclaimed. 

The clerk looked up in surprise. 

'* Wliat*s the mattft- ?" he asked. 

'*Have you read this thing?'' A! demanded. 

"Why, yes," 

*'The part that speaks of my long-lost sister?" 

'*A11 of it. Of course, it*s a fake, but nine people in 
ten will swallow it whole." 

*'I don't want anyone to believe it.'* 

"You don't?" 

*^0f course I don^t." '* 

*Then why did you grant him the interview?" 

"Because he insisted, and because he promised me tW 
everything should be printed just as I gave it to him/' 

The clerk laughed. 

"It's evident/' he said, "that you have not enjoyed a very 
extensive acquaintance with reporters." 

"Fve known several, but none like this fellow,*' 

"He's considered one of the smartest men inhis line in 
the State.'* 

"Well, Vd Hke to interview him just now." 
"What wpuld you say?'* 

"I'd at least give him my opmion of his methods." 
"You wouldn't have a chatice." 
"Why wouldn't I?" 

"You have met him once, and you ought to know- 
Why, he wouldn*t give you an opportunity to get in ^ 
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ford cdgttwise. Anyhow, I don't see what you are kick- 
"ing about; you've got the best ad, of the se^on free of 
cost* Hello I here conies your reporter now. If you 
want to go for him you have your chance/' 

While the clerk was speaking the little reporter of the 
Banner who had interviewed Al only a few hours before 
entered. 

The boy strode toward him. 

'*You're just the man I want to see," he be§^an. 

The scribe pretended not to notice the look of anger in 

his face. Seizing bis hand and holding it tightly, he said : 

"And youVe just the person I want to see. There are 

one or two Ihtle mistakes in that interview of ours, and I 

was looking for you to find out whether the fault lies 

with you or me. But the article shows up well, doesn't it ?'* 



"Don't say another word," 

"But " 

"I know exactly what you are going to say, but it will 
be all right next time. It was the fault of the cc»npositor 
that your name was spelled wrong/' 

"I wasn't^" 

"T was going to ask you whether it was three men or 
only two that you knocked out at that .scrap referred to in 
the second column; I'm afraid I got that wrong. Rut 
never mind, I gave you the benefit of the doubt, anyhow* 
He! he! he r^ 

*'No such incident ever occurred, and T " 
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"Tm! tut!" imtrrtipied the reporter, with a shocked] 
iook. '"What niade you tell mc the yam, then ?" 
"I .- 

"Never mind, well have to let it go now; and, after all, 
it doesn't make much difference. But \'Ou ought to be 
more particular in talkitig To reporters in the future, my 
dear young; friend/* 

-If I " 

* Oh, that s all right No thanks. Hello ! thert goes 

a man Fve got to sec right now, Slong !" 

And the scribe rushed out, leaving A\ staring helplessly 
after him. 

'"Isn't he a dandy T' said the hotel clerk, admiringly, 
'^oull never catch him. The traditional Frenchman*s 
flea was a graven image compared with that fellow. Ifl 
yotir line of business ycu can profit by the lesson he has 
just given you. He is an artist in "blufimg/ " 

Before Al could reply Mr, Wattles entered the office 
and approached him with outstretched hand. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

**I WANT YOU." 

*'I thought I should find you here," the manager said. 
**I want to offer you my congratulations before I say an- 
other word/* 

"Your congratulations upon what, Mr. Wattles?" 
asked Ah 

"W'liy, upon the way you have worked things here, of 
CDttrse- I heard about it before I left Boomville this 
morning. That interview is out of sight." 
*1 wish it was/' groaned Al. 
^^Eh?*' 

The boy expressed his opinion of the interview in very 
emphatic terms. 

**Wen/' said Mr, Wattles, when he had finished, "you're 
'way off in your ideas on that point. Why, the interview is 
1 great. I supposed you had taken the reporter out and 
got him full." 

»"The interview didn't cost me a cent." 
"That's so much the better. I'm mi.c^hty glad it ap- 
i peared, and you ou^^ht to be, too. It'll help biz; and 
k how do you know but that throuc^h it vou may find your 
t aster ?" 

'That's not possible," said Al. 'Why. the facts are all 
distorted. My father never had any palatial country seat 
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in Tarrytowti; there was never any talk of a rejected] 
suitor of nay mothers; there " 

"Never mind/' interrupted Mr. Wattles; ''it's a good] 
ad., anyway, and we got it for nothing. Yon mustn^t be j 
so thin-skinned, my boy. You see here" — in a changed 
tone — *'that ad. of yours in the Bugle must have cost a 
young fortune. You ought to have consulted me by wire 
before you did that. The idea is a good one, and every- 
one is talking about it, but it will not be worth' to us 
what it cost.'* 

"How much do you suppose I paid for it, sir ?'* 

''Oh, I don't know; three hundred at least, probably 
more." 

''It cost just fifty dollars; and if it is not worth that 
to you, ril pay it out of my own pocket." 

'Tif Is that straight?" 

^'Certainly/' 

**How did you do it?" 

Al explained. 

"Well, that was a mighty good transaction, and you 
deserve credit for it, as well as for writing the ad. The 
new paper was selling like hot cakes on the train this 
morning, and everyone was reading that ad. AI, my boy, 
youVe a genius I*' 

"Not quite that, I guess/* laughed the boy. 

"Ynn are, I tell you. But who is the queer old man in 
the third row of the orchestra?" 

''A myth, a creation of my imagination/' 
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I supposed so, though I did not know but you had 
Ihired some one to play the part." 
"No," 

''Well, there'll be lots of people out to see the old man. 
How did you happen to strike the idea ?" 

**I don't know. I had to get the copy ready in a hurry, 
and I wanted something new and taking.*' 

"Well, you got it, I believe that ad. and the interview 
are going to produce results." 

They did; though some of the results were quite dif- 
ferent from those Mr. Wattles and his advance agent 
expected. 

While Al went into the restaurant for breakfast, his em- 
ployer hurried to the theater to inquire about the advance 
sale. 

He returned an hour later, flushed and excited. 
** Well r questioned the boy. 

"Well, weVe caught 'em again. Half the house is al- 
ready sold, and that means a crowd to-night. The local 
manager says you're a corker." 
Al laughed. 

^*He didn't think so yesterday." 

"He does now. He's going to try to get you to stay 
here under his employ." 
"I shall not do h."* 

"I told him yoii wouldn't, but he's going to make you 
an offer, anyhow* Oh, by the way !" 
"What is it, sir?" 
"I nearly forgot that Miss Gladys March, who. with 
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^■rthe rest of the company, came with me this moniin^^ 
very anxious to have a talk with you/' 

(•*With me? Aren't you mistaken, Mr Wattles?" 
''No; she asikcd me to tell you as soon as [ saw 
but I did not think of it/' 
"Wlmt can she wajit of me?*' 
**I gCve it up/' 

**I don't know lier ; I never spoke to her in my life/' 
"Su I thought. Well, the best way to find out wt 
slie wants is to go and ask her. You'll find her upstairs 
in her room." 

*'ril goat once." 

A few minutes later Al presented himself at the door of | 
Miss March's room and knocked rather timidly, 

"Come in/' said a sweet voicc^ which the boy recognized 
as that of the young actress- 
He entered the room. 
Miss March, who ^vas seated by the window, rose to 

r 

meet him. 

*'I supposed that it was one of the servants/' she said, 
with a sweet smile, **or 1 lahuuld have welcomed you at 
the door- Please be seated/* 
^k The young girl's perfect self-possession embarrassed 
^ Al a little. He stannncrcd out something' about its bdng 
of no consequence, and seated himself on the extreme edge 
^ot the sofa. 

Certainly Miss March was a very beautiful girl ; nnlike 
[*iimny actresses, she looked prettier off the stage than on it. 
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"I suppose," she began, **that you wonder why I have 
[requested the favor of this interview." 

"I am a Httle curious to know," AI admitted. 
'*\Vhen I have told you, I suppose you will think me a 
very foolish girl; probably I am. But I cannot leave a 
stone unturned." 

She paused, evidently agitated. What new mystery 
was this? Al asked himself. 

**I have read the interview with you in this morning's 
RtDckton Banner'' went on the young lady. 
'*T m sorry to hear that/'**said the boy, bluntly. 
"Why?" 

"Because there are scarcely ten words of truth in it." 
A genuine look of disappointment appeared upon Miss 
March's face, 

"I am very sorry to hear you say that," she said. 
Al stared at her in surprise. 

*'You surely did not believe all that stuflf, Miss March?" 
"Not all of it, of course," replied the girl, with a faint 
smile; *'but there was one part that I thought might be 
true/' 

"What part?" 

"About your sister, who was stolen in infancy." 
*lt is true," said AI, "that my sister was stolen." 
*'Ah[" interrupted the young lady, with an appearance 
of agitation that the boy could not understand, 

"But the facts were so twisted and distorted that the 
story is very different from the truth.** 
"What is the truth?" 
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Al hesitated 

*' Believe me/* said Miss March^ *'I do not ask itQ 
JTiere idle curiosity. I have a most tmportam reason fpcj 
putting the question. Will you not tell me the story T* 

Her agitation communicated itself to her coo]paiiicjfl| 
the boy's voice trembled slightly as he replied : 

"Certainly, Aiiss March; for I feel that you have s(3 
strong motive for desiring to hear it/' 

"Believe me, I have. Go on, I beg of you/' 

Al was about to speak when the door was thrown open ' 
and a rough-looking man strode into the room. 

'*T thought I should find you here/' he said, addressing 
our hero. 

^'Who are yoii. and what do you want?" demanded the 
toy. 

"I'm a deputy sheriff, and I want you. I have a war- 
rant for your arrest." 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

MR. MARMADUKE MERRY. 

"A warrant for my arrest?" gasped Al, half believing 
that the sudden appearance of the sfranger was only a 
ioke- 

**That's what I said. Now, young fellow, don't you try 
to resist me, for it won't work." 

''I'm not going to resist you if you really have a war- 
rant/' said Al. 

'"Well, I have, and here it is." 

And the stranger produced a document from his pocket. 
*'What am I accused of?" asked the boy. 
The deputy, who evidently felt the importance of his 
position, produced a copy of the first ntmiber of the Rock- 
ton Bugle from his pocket. 

Slowly unfolding it, he turned to Al's full-page adver- 
tisement, and said : 

*'You writ that, didn't you?" 
"I did/' admitted our hero, promptly. 
"Wei!, that settles it. Come along." 
''But hold on," laughed Al. *lt isn't a crime in these 
parts to advertise a theatrical performance, is it ?" 

"Yes/' repHed the deputy, without hesitation, '*it {s— 
the way you advertise." 

"What is the matter with my advertisement ?" asked the 
astonished boy. 
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"You tloii't know, ch ?" * ■ 

"1 certamly do not/' V 

*'Wetlj of course my business here is only to sefve tbJ 
warrant, but Til read Uie advertisement over to you/* 1 

**Go ahead,** said Al, thinking that there might be s 
misprint in the page. 1 

The deputy sheriff read : I 

"See the New York Comedy Company, Augustus WaJH 
ties, Manager. I 

'^See this great company in Xoved and Lost/ 1 

''See the real locomotive, under a full head of steam. , 
**See the real steam yacht. J 

"See all this. I 

-But ^ I 

'Tlease don*t look at the queer old man in the thitiJ 
row of the orchestra." ^ i 

The deputy laid the paper down and glared at luB 
prisoner with a triumphant air, 

"Well?" said Al, greatly puzzled. 

■*Didn't you write that and cause it to be inserted in the 
Bugler 

"I did." 

'n^hat settles it, then/' 

"It may settle it for you^ but it doesn't for me/* said* 
the boy. "What is the matter with the ad. ?" i 

*'Yoit know well enough what the matter is mth it." 

"J do not. Is it a crime in this town to try to biam 
a show by any legitimate means ?" 

"No; but it is a crime to try to boom it the way ^ 
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ve ; it is a crime here and everywhere else, as you will 
find out if you try the same game again in another town.** 
Here Miss March, who had listened in silence until this 
Iftoment, interposed, 

"What is the matter, sir?" she cried. "I read the ad- 
vertisement, and I am sure there was nothing in it that 
could offend anyone." 

The deputy, who tmtil now had forgotten or neglected 
to doff his hat, did so. 

*'As far as you see, miss," he said, "the ad. is all right." 
''Well, what is there — what can there be — that I do not 
see?" the young lady cried. 

''You are not acqiiainted in this t6wn, are you, young 
lady ?" the deputy asked. 
"I am not." 

"That accounts for it, then. But this young fellow is 
acquainted here, ^^nd he knew just what he was doing 
when he wrote that advertisement." 

*'Yes, I think 1 did/' interposed Al. "But will you 
please tell me right now why you are here ?" 

'*I am here in my capacity of deputy sheriff of this 
county," replied the official, with dignity, "and also as a 
. personal friend of Mr. Marmaduke Merry." 
'Mr. Marmaduke Merry !" exclaimed Al, 
"Yes. No wonder you start and turn pale at the mere 
mention of that name." 

"But I did not start or turn pale. ' Who is Mr, Marma- 
iuke Merry?" 
* j;^ '^ou pretend not to know ?^ 

'* I 
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*'I pretend nolhing at all ; 1 do not know. 1 tieyfl 

hirard the name of Marmaduke Merry before in my litcfl 
"This subterfuge will avail you noVhing/' said the deM 

Uty, who was becoming theatrical "We know b\V* M 
*'A11 what?" ■ 

Al could not help laugfhing, and this evidently angered 

the overzealoiis deputy. i 

*'I am not here to bandy words with you, young nian/'j 

he said ; *'I have already spent too much time in talk." 1 
•That^S what I think/' smiled Al. 
**rm glad we agree upon that point. Come along/' 
*'I am ready." j 

"One moment," interposed Miss March. ''Won't yot- 

please tel! me, sir, of what crime Mr, Allston is accused^ 1 
"I will/' the deputy replied, with a look that was very j 

evidently intended to be languishing. "I can refuse you 

nothing, tniss. He is accused of holding, one of Rockton's 

most respected citizens itp to public ridicule; and Mr, 

Marmaduke Merry is the man/' 

"But/" interrupted Al, more bewildered than ever, \ 

''haven't I told you that I never heard of this man, Meny, 

before?'^ 

"'You have told me so—yes/' ^J 

"Well. I told the truth/' fl 

**You will have to convince the court of that." ^ 

'^Btit what has my ad, to do with Mr. Merry? His 

name is not mentioned in it/' 

"Ah, that is where your cunning comes in. But doesnl 
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everyone in Rockton know that for years and years Mr. 
Merry has always occupied a seat in the third row of the 
orchestra at the first performance of a new play ?" 

At last Al gjasped the situation. 

**Ohr' he exclaimed, *'thats what you mean?'* 

'*That is what I mean." 

"And you think I meant Mr, Merry when I referred to 
the 'queer old man'?" 

'"Of course I do, and so does Mr. Merry." 

''Both of you are very much mistakeli/' 

**For your own sake, I hope you will be able to prove 
that statement." 

''Why, I never heard of Mr. Merry until you mentioned 
his name."' 

"You have said so several times since I have been here, 
but I do not believe you. However, I am not your judge. 
But if you did not mean Mr. Merry, whom did you inean?'* 

"Nobody at all; the old man was only a creation of 
my imagination." 

The deputy coughed, and had the audacity to wink 
knowingly at Miss March. 

'This is a great tale/' he said, "and will be believed, I 
don't think. You have got yourself and the local manage- 
ment into a scrape, my lad. But what could be expected ?" 

At this moment there was a tap upon the door. 

"Come in," the actress cried, 

A servant entered. 

*A card for you, Miss March." 
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The young lady took the bit of pasteboard and glanced 
at It ; then she exclaimed : 
"Mr. Marmaduke Merry!*' 
'*Mr. Marmaduke Merry!'* echoed the deputy. 
"Show him up, please," the actress said. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A STARTLING ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 

^^eishere!" 

With this theatrical exclamation, a man pushed his way 
past the servant and entered the room. 

*1 ana Mn Marmaduke Merry," he announced. 

Both At and Miss March gazed with considerable curi- 
osity and interest at the visitor. 

He was at least seventy years of age, but was dressed 
in the most youthful fashion, and wore a light blond wig. 
Much below the medium height, shrunken, shriveled and 
weazened, he presented a decidedly ludicrous appearance 
as he stood, a huge bouquet in hand, bowing and smiling at 
the young actress. 

Miss March could not help smiling herself; this evi- 
cJently encouraged the old gentleman. 
^ "You pardon the liberty I have taken, then?" he said. 
'*I was sure you would/' 

'"What is your business with me, sir?" the girl asked* 
composing her features. 

"It is to offer a tribute to your art and beauty," replied 
'Mr. Merry, with a smirk. "But" — for the first ttme seeing 
the deputy and Al^— "who are these persons ?*' 

"Don't you know me, Mr. Merry?" asked the official. 

"Why, bless my soul !" ejaculated the old man, adjusting 
his glasses, "it's Bullfinch I" 

.__._ _ Digitized by CjQQglC A 



Ii6 A Startling Acknowledgment. 



*'Yes, sir; it's me." 

*'What are you doing here in Miss March's apartment 

** Attending to business, sir/' 

"What business ?'* 

And the old man glared suspiciously at the cringing 
deputy. 

"Your business, Mn Merry." 

"I didn't send you here/* ^ 

"You sent me to find the writer of that infamous ad- 
vertisement in the Bugle ^ didn^t you, sir?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, I have found him." 

"Where is he? Who is he ?^' 

"There he stands." 

And Mr. Bullfinch pointed triumphantly at Al, 

"That boy T' gasped the old man. 

"Yes, sir." 

"You must be mistaken/" 

"I am not. I went to the office of the Bugle and asked 
who wrote the advertisement. They told me it was ibe 
advance agent of the company, a young man named All- 
ston. I tracked him to this place, and was about to drag 
him forth when you arrived." 

"Yoit talk like a fool, Bullfinch," snapped Mr. Merry- 

"Sir, I '' 

"That will do. If this is the person who is responsible 
for that advertisement take him away." 

"Yes, sin" 

And the deputy laid his hand on Ars shoulder. 
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But Miss Marcli interpostd, 

"Wait a moment, Mr, Merry/' 

"Certainly, my dear young lady. What is it ?" 

''This gentleman, Mr, Allen AHston, never saw or heard 
of you before he came to Rockton. It was not in a spirit 
of malice that he wrote that advertisement. Don't you see, 
Mr. Merry, that by having him arrested you will only 
subject yourself to ridicule? You acknowledge yourself 
to be a 'queer old man/ Why should you do that?" 

The old gentleman coughed* 

"Ahem ! That aspect of the case had not occurred to 
me/' he said. *'You assure me, Miss March, that the 
young man did not intend to hold me up to ridicule ?" 

*'I am absolutely certain/' interrupted the deputy, "that 
he did/' 
I "Shut up, Bullfinch !" 

"Mr. Merry/' interrupted A!, '*! give you my word of 
honor that I should not have inserted that advertisement if 
I had for one moment supposed it would injure the feel- 
ings of anyone. It was only a joke on the public/* 

"A joke at my exf>ense, young man !" 

'*I have given you my word of honor, sir, that I did 
not intend to hurt you or anyone else by that ad/' 

"Your word of honor!" sneered Mr. Merry. "What is 
your word of honor good for ? Who are you ?" 

Al colored. 

"You have heard my name from Miss March, I am 
Allen Allston/' 

The old man started. 
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^m *'I did not catch the name belore," he' said ''Surely 

^m are not Allen Allston from Boomville?" 
■ ^'I am;^ 

^M 'The noble young fellow who saved the life of 

B grandchild ?" 

H "Is Mayor Anderson's little girl your granddaughh 

^T sir?" asked Al» a little embarrassed. 
I '*Of course she is. My boy, I beg your pardon." 

I And the old man grasped Al's hand and shook 

warmly, adding: 

**The yonth who performed such a heroic act coi 
not be guilty of such a crime as that of which you 
accused. Bullfinch" — turning fiercely upon the deputy- 
"you are a fool !" 

''Sir '' 

"What put it into yotir head that he could have had an 
malicions intent in writing that advertisement?" 

^*T nnly acted upon your itist ructions, sit*/* respondeat 
the deputy^ very hunihly. 

"Nonsense f I thought ynu had a little common senslv^ 
Leave the room, sir. Your presence is an insult to me and j 
to my friends/' 

"But the arrest, sir- - '' 

''There will be no arrest to-day ; I withdraw the 
plaint/' 

"But the warrant— — '' 

"Tear it up — do anything you like with it, only do 
worry me any further with your nonsensical remarks- 
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The deputy slunk ont of the room. 

Mr, Merry turned to the actress. 

"I am extremely pained/' he began, "that such a scene 

should have occurred in your room. I am " 

[ **WiO you please state your business, sir?" interrupted 
' Miss March. 

The old gentleman was a little disconcerted at first, but 
he quickly recovered himself and said: 

"I come, as I remarked before, to pay a tribute to 
genius and beauty." 

-Well?" 

AI had not supposed the girl capable of assuming such 
a frigid air as that with which she now confronted her 
aged admirer, 

"Will yon accept these flowers?" stammered the old 
man. 'They are a tribute to " 

'Thanks," interrupted the actress. "You may leave 
them on the table/' 
I "You are very kind* And now " 

"And now you must excuse me ; I have business of im- 
portance with Mr. Allston." 

"Oh, certainly ! May I call again ?"' 

"I am too much occupied to receive callers. Good- 
morning.'' 

And with perfect self-possession the young girl opened 
the door. 

Mumbling a few inaudible words, the aged admirer of 
the drama left the room. 

"I am sorry to say," remarked Miss March, ''that I 
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have seen men like him before. He means no hanrit 1 
cannot endure such silliness* But never mind about I 
let us talk about ourselves. Sit down, please, and I 
try to coninnence where I left off. When we were interf 
rupted I had asked you to tell me the story of your sisterlj 
di sappearance^ — — " 

'*And I was about to do so/' 

''Exactly. Go on/' 

Al hesitated. -? 

*'Why do you want to hear the story, Miss March Thr 
asked, 

'^Because — because *' 

'^Well?" 

"Because I believe that I may be your sister T' 
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CHAPTER XX, 

THE LOCKET. 

Al Started. Could Miss March seriously mean what 
fie said ? 

**You surely do not think,'' the girl said, earnestly, *'that 
i would jest on a subject so sacred?" 

"No, tio," Al assured her, ''but what ground have you 
for thinking that we may be related?" 

"No logical ground, perhaps," the actress repHed; ''but 
from the moment I first saw you — ^and I have seen you 
when you were not aware of my presence— I was strang^ely 
iittracted to you. You may laugh at this, you may think 
it only the foolish fancy of a foolish girl, but it is true," 

'*And I, too," said Al, thoughtfully, "have had the same 
feeling toward you. I remember I could think of nothing 
but your face all the way home on the night of your first 
P^Honnance in Boomville. Can it really be that you 
3J"e my sister, restored to me in this strange way ? If she is 
^live ghe must be about your age," 

"Tell me all you know about her,'' entreated the girl; 
the circumstances under which she was lost — all. But 
i\o" — with sudden change of manner — "I will tell you 
^y story first, if you will listen to it." 

"Go on, please, Miss March," ? 

"My first recollections are of a miserable home on the 
iipper floor of a tenement house in New York. T lived 
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witli a hard-fcatured woman who called herself my ; 
Her aanie was Ann Thompson, Did you ^ver he 
her?** 

And Miss March gazed anxiously into the boy s Caae^ij 

Al shook his head, 

"Never!" 

*'Aunt Ann, as I used to call her," went on the actfe 
"was always more or less under the influence of liq 
Gin was her favorite drink. She would work until 
had money enough for a debauch^ and thcn^ — but l 
bear to recall my unhappy childhood." 

Mvss March paused and turned away her face; 
trembling voice showed the emotion she felt. 

"I can imagine it all," said Al, sympathetically. '*1 
on, please, and spare yourself unnecessary pain/' 

*'How kind you are!" the young girl said, gratefil 
*'l will, then, omit many details which I am sure would 1 
as painful for yon to hear as for me to relate, 
under the infiuence of alcohol Aunt Ann was sometitl 
very -cruel to me. She would beat and otherwise ilVti 
me; and to-day I bear scars inflicted by her. But T 
all as patiently as I could, and for what reason, do ya 
suppose?" 

''I shotdd think you would have left her," said AI, i 
"the actress paused. 

"I should have fJone m but for one thing," 

"And that was?" 

**Son^etimea ^vhile intoxicated slic would hint to mc llistj 
tin reality we were not flesh and blood, that I was in ! 
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Wuy akin to her, that there was a secret in my life that 

Jihe could reveal if she would, a secret the publication of 

which would be greatly to my advantage. But she never 

became so intoxicated that she told me the whole truth; I 

could only guess it. Sometimes during her sober intervals 

1 would tax her with what she bad said; but she would 

always reply by telling me that I must pay no attention to 

anything she said when shtt was drmik — that she was at 

such times out of her mind, and did not know what she 

was saying. Once, when I persisted, she became greatly 

Lnraged, and gave me sucli a heating that I was taken to 

a hospital and she was arrested and sentenced to a term of 

imprisonment." 

At this point in her story Miss March burst into tears. 

'"Postpone telling the rest of it until another time/' said 

Alj to whom the recital was almost as painful as to the 

girl 

'*No," said the actress, "I must go on, I was discharged 
from the hospital on the day on which Aunt Ann was 
released from Jail, and the old life was renewed/* 
*'Ycm went back to live witii the woman?" cried Ah 
''Yes. I had no other home. Besides, I still hoped 
that I might be able to !eam from her the secret of my 
birth — for that there was a secret I was now more firmly 
convinced than ever. At the time of which I have just 
been telling you, I was about twelve years of age. Three 
years later Aunt Ann, while under the influence of liquor, 
met with an accident which terminated her miserable life m 
two days. When she was told that she was really dying, s&c 
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sent for a priest and confessed to him. When the clergy- 
man was ^one she summoned me to her bedside, and 
told me that at the suggestion of the good father she was 
about to tell me at last the secret that I had been striving 
so long to learn." 

"And she said '' demanded the boy, breathlessly. 

'*She began by telling me that she was not my aunt, 
that we were in no way related. Years before she had 
been my nurse. My poor mother had in some trivial way 
offended her, and under the influence of her anger — ^and, 
I suppose, of alcohol — she detennined to revenge herself 
by kidnaping me. She carried this resolution into effect, 
and her guilt was never proven, although it was suspected. 
'My name is not Ann Thompson/ she said to me, *but you 
shall know now what it really is, and who your parents 
are. Your father is dead, but your mother still lives. 
For years she has mourned you unceasingly.' The woman 
then bade me unlock and open a certain drawer in her 

bureau. I did so, and took from it at her direction a 

• 

small package. 'That bundle,' she said, ''contains proof 
of your identity. Take it to your mother and show her 
what is in it. Tell her what I have said, give her my real 
name, and she will acknowledge you as her daughter.' 
'What is your name ?' I cried, breathlessly — 'what is mine? 
The woman opened her lips to reply, but not a sound 
escaped them. The next moment she fell back upon 
her pillow. I bent over her, crying in an agony of sus- 
pense: 'Speak, speak 1' But she could not, she was 
dead!" 

\ 
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"What did the package contain ?'' asked AL 

'*OnIy a few articles of infant's clothing and two pieces 
»o£ jewelry. Some time they may be of assistance to me 
in finding my parents, but thus far they have proved of no 
value as a clew. Well, after Aunt Ann's death I was 
adopted by a family in moderate circumstances. They 
had no interest in my personal affairs, all they wanted of 
me was my services as housemaid, and I served in that 
capacity for two years. Then came an opporttmity to 
adopt a stage career, and f eagerly seized it, against the 
advice of all who were in any way interested. I must 
say that, so far, I have had no reason to regret my decision 
in the matter I find that the stories of the temptations of 
stage life that I had heard were gross exaggerations, and 
that a woman can be as good and pure on the stage as off 
it And now, my friend, you have heard my story ; can 
you help me find my mother? Do you think it possible 
that I am the sister for whom you have been searching ?" 

Al's voice trembled with emotion as he replied i 

"That question can very soon be decided. Have you 
the package of infant's clothing that you spoke of ?^' 

"Yes J I always have it with me wherever I go/' 

"May I see it?" / 

"I am very anxious to show it to you." 

And the actress rose and opened her trunk, from which 
she took a small parcel. 

Her face was very pale, her hands trembled as she tin- 
fastened the little package. 

**Look !" she said. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC j| 



126 The Locket. 



Al took the garments, yeIlo%ved with lime, in hi^ hzr/- 

*'l have heard my TiiOther describe the clothing thai j. 
little sister wore when she disappeared," he said, 
thousand times. She would be able to tell you if \h\^ 
are the ones, but I cannot* But the jewelry — where i^ 
that?" 

"Here." 

And the girl handed him a box^ 

The lad took from it a baby's ring and a chain, to whicJi 
was attached a locket. 

"My sister wore a chain and locket like these when si 
was lost/' he said. ''In a. moment L wUl tell you i£ this l 
the locket.'* 

"How can you?" the actress cried, 

"Because the locket contains my father's picture." 

"There, is na picture in this/' said Miss March^ with .^ 
look of deep disappointment, I 

"You do not know whether there is or not/' said A- 
"There is a secret spring and I can find it* Look !" 

As he spoke the locket flew open. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

BROTHER AND SISTER, 

As Miss March bent over the locket she uttered an ex- 
clamation of wonder and delight. 

The portrait revealed was that of a singularly handsome 
ii^an in the prime of life. The calm, thoughtful eyes and 
the sensitive mouth were those of the young actress her- 
"^elf- the likeness was not only unmistakable^ but re- 
timrkable. 

"Is it possible that this picture has been here all these 
y^Ts, and I "have never ^known it?" the girl exclaimed. 

"You might never have discovered it," replied AI. '*I 
should not have known but for tiie fact tha;t I "have a 
docket precisely like it, which opens in the same way." 

'Then thcTG can be no doubt " 

I **That you are my sister/' 
j '^Brother!" 

■ The next moment the singularly united couple were 
folded in each other's arms. 

It was a moment that in all their after lives neither 
"^ fern ever forgot, a joy that no future sorrow had the 
power to efface from their memories. 

When the first transports of emotion were over, tlie 
, ^oung girl said, tremulously : 

"My mother — when shall T see her? Oh, I must go to 
her at once ! I must, I must V 
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"Of course, Mr. Wattles will give you leave of absence 
as soon as we tell him what we have discovered." 

**I do not see how he can/' 

"Whycan^ther 

"I have no understudy. No, I must remain; he has 
been very kind to me, and I could not ask a favor that 1 
knew it would be so very difficult for him to grant." 

"That is right, sister. But Fll tell you what 111 do. 
I'll telegraph to mother to come on here at once. She will 
arrive before the evening performance." 

"Do so, brother- Oh, how strange, yet how delight- 
ful, it is to utter that sacred name! But do not tell her 
the truth until she comes." 

"No, indeed. Why, I think the shock would almost 
kill her. We must break it to her gently." 

At this moment Mr. Wattles came bustling into the 
room. 

"The advance sale," he began, "is something unheard of 

in Rockton. Why But what's the matter ? Nothing 

wrong, is there?" 

"No, indeed," Al replied. "Everything is all right." 

And he proceeded to acquaint the manager in a few 
words with what had happened. 

"Well," said Mr. Wattles, when he had finished, '*you 
beat the deck, young man. Fm going to write a romance 
about you when the season is over. You^re no sooner 
done with one startling adventure than you're right in 
the midst of another. Why, you're almost equal to one 
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nbf Dumas' heroes! WeJl, I sincerely congratulate you 
both." 

After a hearty handshake the manager added : 

"And now I must be ofF to give this story to the papers." 

"No, no I" cried Miss Match, 

''Not by any means," added AL 

Mr. Wattles stared at them. 

**What do you mean?" he asked. 

"We mean/' said Al, ''that this is a private aflfair with 
which the papers have nothing to do." 

''But, my dear boy, think — only think— what a grand ad 
It would make for the show T' 

"No mattery we don't want a word printed about it/* 

"Of course not/' said the actress, ''I should think you 
would understand our feelings in the matter, Mr. Wat- 
tles/* 

'*Well, I don't/' returned the manager, evidently 
chagrined. "I cannot, to save my life, see why you are 
Tvilltng to throw away such a chance for a stunning free 
ad. Nor"— addressing Al — ''can I understand your scru- 
ples. By Jove J you are the queerest combination of im- 
pudence and modesty that I ever met. But have it your 
own way, my children; throw away the chance if you 
want to/' 

As he was about to leave the room the old gentleman 
turned again, saying: 

''I almost forgot that I had a letter for you. Miss March. 
Here it is, and 1 think I know tiie handwriting/' 
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As the actress glancejj at the superscription on the en- 
velope she chatigcci color. 

"It is from that wretch, Farley!*' she exclaimed 

"So I thought/* said Mr. Wattles. "YoiJ had better 
look out for that man, my dear. He is, or thinks he is, 
desperately in love with yoUj and he may give you some 
trouble yet. If you don't mind, I should like to know 
the contents of that letter. Believe me, it is not from 
mere idle curiosity that I ask you to let me read it." 

"I know that, Mr. Wattles," said Miss March, '*Ever 
since I have been in your company you have been like a 
father to me. You sliall open the letter yourself if you 
will." 

She handed the epistle to the manager, who tore it open. 
As he glanced at its contents a frown appeared upon his 
usually cheerful countenance. 

"The scoundrel !'* he muttered, crushing the letter in his 
hand ; "if I ever meet him again I will thrash him within 
an inch of his life — I will, by Jove!'' 

''What does he say?" the girl asked, anxiously. 

'It will do you no good to know the contents of this 
precious epistle,'' replied Mr. Wattles. "You had better 
let me destroy it/' 

But Miss March's feminine curiosity was now aroused, 
and she insisted upon knowing what was in the letter. 

'*Well, if you will have it/' said the manager, resignedlyt 
"111 read it to you. But if you floi/t sleep nights for the 
next week or two you mustn't blame me," 
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"Go on, go on I" 

The old gentleman read as Tollows : 

"Gladys: This is to remind you that, althoiig^h we 
are s^amted, i am near you. Do you renieniber what 1 
told you the last time we met, that no power on earth 
could make me give you up? I meant what I said, I 
mean it still. I am not far away ; you will see me sooner 
than you thinl?." 

*ls there no signature?" asked Miss March, 

''None, but there can be no doubt as to the identity of 
the writer/' 

"Of course not/' 

"I don't want to alarm you, my dear, but you ought to 
be very careful/' 

"1 shall be/' 

Al laughed, 

''I don^t think there is much danger/* he said, "That 
letter sounds like an extract from a sensational novel, A 
barking dog never bites, you know/' 

"I dori^t know anything of the sort/* returned Mr. Wat- 
tles. "Some barking dogs do bite; and this one, as you 
have reason to know yourself, has sharp teeth. Well, just 
let me lay my hands on him and Fll settle him in short 
order/' 

"What will you do?'' smiled Al. 

"First, as I said before, Fll give him a sound thrashing. 
Oh, you may laugh, but I can do it, if I am not a hoy. 
And then I'll hand him over to the authorities. By 
Jove ! I had no idea that the fellow was such a scoundrel 
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when he was in my employ, or I wouldn*t have kept him 
an hour. But now I really must be off. Do your best 
to-night, Miss March; youMl have one of the biggest 
houses of the season — thanks to the exertions of that sharp 
young brother of yours.'' I 

And the manager rushed out of the room, 

**Brotlierl" the girl said, softly. "How «weet the name 
sounds. To think that I have a brother ! And a mother T 

**Dont cry — ^please don't I" entreated AI, with a boy's 
horror of feminine tears. 

'They are tears of joy, brothen And now you must 
go and send the telegram/' 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

AN AWFUL CATASTROPHE. 

A telegram, carefully worded so that Mrs, Allston's 
maternal alanns might not be aroused, was sent. In it 
Al requested her to come to Rockton by a certain train, 
and promised to be at the depot to meet her. 

A reply came withiq an hour : 

"Yours received. Shall be there. Hope nothing has 
happened." 

*'l should say something had happened/' laughed AI, 
\\'hen he and his new-found sister liad read the message* 

*Toor mother I" sighed the girl. **She fears that you 
have met with some accident.*' 

'In a very few hours that fear will be dispelled. What 
will she say when she learns the truth?" 

*'Ah, what?" responded Miss March. "I dread almost 
as much as I long for the meeting/' 

The anxious mother arrived on time. Tt is not our pur- 
pose to chronicle the first meeting between the long- 
separated couple. Such scenes defy the skill of the story- 
teller's pen or the artist's brush. Siiffice it to say that the 
proofs of her identity presented by the yonng girl were 
perfectly satisfactory to Mrs. Allston, and that the reunion 
of mother and daughter was all th:?it the fancy of either 
^ad ever pictured it. 

True, the somewhat Puritanical old lady was a little 
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iliock^d at finding her daugliter a member of the theatrf-J 

eat fjrofe*«Mo»; s^lic \md always regarded player folk nSt 
iur beneath hurF^ulf, both socially and morally, and her oWn] 
dawghtt^r was probably the ficst actress slie had ever seeol 
off the stage. J 

*M wish, my dear/* she said, '*that you would give Tj^M 
ihis dreadful business and g^o home with me. To think oil 
niy child, my daughter, a play actress 1 It is dreadful l"* I 

*'Not quite as dreadful as you think, mother,'* the ^^1 
replied, quietly. *M could not conscientiously leave Mr^l 
Wattles until he had secured some one else to play Ihel 
part. Then, however, if you wish me to giv^ up the stag^l 
I shall do so. We will talk it all over after the perform- 1 
mice to-night." I 

*'Yes, we will talk it over after the performance/' echoetl| 
the mother. I 

The house was crowded to the doors that nigkt Nota 
a seat was to be had at eight o'clock; even standing rooii*| 
was at a premium. I 

Again Al had demonstrated his ability as a hustler. I 

Everyone in town bad read and re-read his strange ad- I 
vertisement; many eyes were bent on the third row of I 
the orchestra, in search of the **qtieer old man." And 1 
Mr. Marmaduke Merry was there, too, not a whit abashed, I 
a huge bouquet in his withered hand. I 

A good many people had heard of his attempt to havB I 
Al arrested in the morning^such news travels fast— and I 
Jie was the unconscious butt of many a covert jest, I 

-Some one — it will never be kno^vn who, though th€«J 
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^'inay be reason to suspect Mr. Augustus Wattles — had 
caused the report to be spread that the pretty actress, Miss 
Gladys March, was tlie long-lost sister of the young press 
agent, Al Allston, and that Uiey had been reunited through 
the article in the Bann^^r. That more than one person 
knew about it was evident when Al made his appearance 
in a box, with his mother on his arm; the applause that 
greeted him was as unexpected as it was embarrassing. 

At first the boy did not realisie that he was tlie object 
of these unusual demonstrations. 

''What are they making all that noise about?'' he said. 

"Why, they are applauding you," his mother said* 

"Nonsense !'' 

"Don^t you see that every eye is fixed on this box ?*' 

''I don't know but you are right/' gasped Al, feeling 
symptoms of a return of the "'stage fright'' witli which 
he had been seized on the occasion of the first perform- 
ance in Boomville, 

'"Of course I am/' 

"Of course she is/' added. Mr. Wattles, suddenly ap- 
pearing upon the scene. ''Bow, my boy, bowl And 
couldn't you make a little impromptu speech?" 

"Not much !" replied Al, very emphatically. "I tell you, 
Mr, Wattles, if I had had any idea that the duties of a 
press agent included so many public appearances, I should 
not have gone into the business/' 

He bowed; then some one — probably under the man- 
ager's direction — called out: 

''Speech! speech!" 
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l>ut Al shook his head so emphatically that the audience 
saw he nieSiit his refusal, and the applause soon subsided, 

A few moments later the curtain rose. 

There was very little applause until Miss March made 
her entrance; her appearance was the signal for another 
demonstration of enthusiasm. Probably seven-eighths of 
the audience did not know why they were applauding, but 
the other eighth did, and its enthusiasm was, as a matter of 
course, contagious. The applause was literally deafening. 
In its midst Mr. Merry hurled his bouquet upon the stage. 
It fell at the feet of the young actress, who picked it up, 
smiling and blushing, to the evident delight of the elderly 
"masher.'' 

Mrs. Allston shuddered. 

"This life of feverish excitement will kill my child/' she 
said. "Slie must abandon it." 

"Wait till you see her play, mother," said Al. 

*That will not alter my determination." 

"Wait," added the boy, quietly. 

He was not wrong in the conclusion he had reached. 
Miss March's part was small, but it was a strong one. 
It was that of a persecuted young girl who had been 
driven from home because of a misunderstanding. It was 
a pathetic role, and before the actress had been on the 
stage five minutes the entire female portion of the audi- 
ence were in tears, and there w^as a suspicious moisture in 
the eyes of more than one of the sterner sex. 

"Isn't she fine?" whispered Al in his mother's ear, as 
the girl left the stage, after her first scene. 

\ 
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'It is wonderful I I am amazed." 

"You did not think there was sc> much talent iti the 
family, did you? Now, wouldn't it be a pity to rob the 
stage of such an ornament?'* 

*'Yes," 

"I thought you would say so, I believe she has a great 
future- But let us leave the decision to her/' 

"We will do so, my boy." 

At this moment there came a shrill cry from the gallery. 

"Fire !" 

Por one instant there was a dead silence ; then three- 
quarters of the audience sprang to their feet. 

Then came a mad rush for the exits. 

It was a scene of indescribable confusion. Women and 
children were trampled beneath the feet of those who 
should have been their protectors, but whose only thought 
now was to save their cowardly selves. 

The shrieks of the terrified women, the groans of the 
injured, the curses of the rougher element, who, though 
face to face with death, did not fear to blaspheme— these 
added to the horror of the scene. 

It was evident tTiat the alarm had not been a false one, 
for the honse was rapidly filling with smoke, and the 
crackling of flames could be plainly heard. 

The doors soon became blocked. Tt seemed certain that 
rnany must perish m the flames, 

Al quickly led his mother through the door that con- 
nected the box wntli the stage^ and conducted her in safety 
out of the building throiTgh tlie stage entrance. 
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As he passed Mr, Wattles at tlie door he uttered one 
word: 

'^Gladys?" 

'^She is safe/' the manager replied, "She went out but 
a moment ago/' 

'Thank Heaven ! Mother, are you afraid to go back to 
the hotel alone?'' 

"No, no; it is but a very short distance* But what are 
3'ou going to do, my boy ?" 

"I think I can be of some assistance in getting the 
people out. Good-byl I shall be with you again soon/ 

And he rushed around to the front of the house, where 
the confusion was greater than ever,. 



yGoogl" 



CHAPTER XXm, 

AN EVENTFUL NIGHT. ' 

The Rocktoti police force were evidently not equal to 
the emergency — two or three Hibernians in blue uniform 
were rushing wildly about, issuing orders to which no one 
paid the slightest attention. 

Meanwhile nearly a thousand people were confined 
within the burning building, most of tliem apparently 
doomed to a horrible death. 

At the doors — of which there were only two— men were 
fighting like maniacs to escape, and actually retarding 
their own progress in their mad excitement. 

What could one boy hope to do against this panic- 
stricken throng ? 

This is the question that Al Allston asked himself. 

"Fm afraid I shan't accomplish much," he said to him- 
self ; '*but Tm going to. try, anyhow." 

Assuming as cool an air as he could, he ran up to the 
entrance. 

"Gentlemen," he said, "there is no danger. Take it 
easy ; walk out just as you would at any other time, and 
everything will be all right. Keep coo!." 

Probably not more than half a dozen persons heard the 
words, but the few who did hear them were impressed by 
the calm, fearless demeanor of the boy, which was in 
such striking contrast to that of everyone else in the crowd. 
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An example of this sort is contagious ; word was passed 
from one man to another that the danger was not as great , 
as had been supposed. The conduct of the throng changed 
ahnost immediately. 

*'Walk out quietly," went on Al, who was now able to 
make himself heard. 'Those on the right-hand side go 
in the direction of Grand Street, and those on the left in 
the direction of Market Street. Don't block the side^ 
walk. Keep cool, and everyone will get out all right. 
There is nothing to get excited about." 

These words had almost a magicaK effect. In reality, 
tliere was quite enough in the situation to excite anyone, 
but Al's apparent calmness and his assertion that the dan- 
ger did not amount to anything produced just the result 
he desired. 

The crowd became more rational, and to make a long 
story short, within three minutes the building was emp- 
tied, even of the women and children who had fainted or 
been injured. 

Five minutes later the roof of the building fell in» but 
there was every reason to believe that not a single human 
life had been sacrificed. 

Al started for his hotel as quietly as if nothing un- 
usual had happened. But he had gone only a few steps 
when he was overtaken by Mr, Wattles* 

To his astonishment, the manager folded him in his 
arr*^, c^vclainnnp:: 

"B3 Jove! I wish you were my soul*' 
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"What's the matter now?" asked the boy, disengaging 
himself* 

"Matter? Why, the matter is that you have in all 
probability saved the lives of several hundred people/' 

"Nonsense r^ 

''That*s just what you have done, all the same. You 
have a cool head for such a young fellow — I can tell you 
that. If it hadn't been for you— I shudder to think of 
what might have happened. You are, as 1 have had oc- 
casion to remark before, a wonder/' 

'^Nonsense, Mr, Wattles I But I must go now ; mother 
is sure to be worrying about me/' 

"But there are a score of people waiting to be intro- 
duced to you, and I have promised to bring you back with 
me, 

''I can't go, Mr. Wattles/' 

''Tell them that I Oh, just tell them the plain 

truth/^ 

"That you have a morbid horror of being lionized?" 

"If you want to put it in that way ; and that my mother 
is waiting for me/* 

"Well, well, I won't urge you — particularly as I know 
that you generally mean what you say and stick to it. 
But, let me tell you, young man, you will have to stand 
considerable lionizing before you leave this town, whether 
you like it or not/' 

'*I don't think so/' smiled Al. '*Tliere is an early train 
in the morning, if I am not mistaken/' 
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"But you won*t take it" 

"You will see. Wtll, good-night, Mr. WaUks. Oh, 
wait a moment!'^ 

"What is it?" ^ 

**You are sure my sister got out all right?*' 

"Oh, yes; eveiy^one on the stage escaped within two 
minutes after the first alarm- Don't you know I told 
you that I saw her go out ? You will find her with your 
mother when you get back to the hotel." 

Al said good-night once more, and waJked away. 

''Well," muttered the manager, as he stood and watched 
the lad's slim figure until it was lost to view, "that boy i^ 
a corker. I don't believe he is afraid of anything on 
earth — except speech-making. I should like to see him 
really agitated for once." 

Mr. Wattles had his wish in less than fifteen minutes- 

He had just lighted the gas in his hotel room when there 
was a quick knock upon the door. 

Before he could say "Come in!" Al rushed into the 
room. 

One glance at his face showed the manager that some- 
thing unusual must have happened. Never before had he 
seen the boy so intensely excited ; he was panting fof 
breath, and his face was ghastly pale. 

'^ What is the matter ?" the old gentleman gasped- 

'^Gladys~my sister '' the boy began. 

"Has anything happened to her?" 

"We cannot find her," 

"She has not returned to the hotel ?" 



y Google 



An Eventful Night, 143 

''No," 

**Oh, there can be no occasion for alarm. I told you 
she got out of the theater all right," 

"But she may have returned/* 

"What should she return for? But she did not; that I 
am sure of." 

'* Where is she, then?^^ ^ 

"Oh, don't worry, my boy; she will turn up all right. 
Perhaps she has gone to visit friends/* 

"Would she be likely to visit friends under such cir- 
cumstances?" said the boy, almost angrily, "She has no 
acquaintances in this place — she told me so only this af- 
ternoon; and if she had^ this is not the time she would 
choose for making a social call." 

"No, of course not, my boy. Well, what do you think 
has become of her ?" 

"I believe that she has been the victim of foul play- 
Have you forgotten Farley's letter ?" 

Mr, Wattles started* 

"It may be so/' 

"I am sure it is/* 

"But T have seen nothing of Farley/' 

**He would not be likely to let you see anything of him 
if he could help it," 

"True. Well, what shall we do? Command me, my 
boy; I am at your service/' 

Before A! could reply the door, which the boy had only 
partially closed, was opened, and a man entered. 
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Both our hero and the manager recognized him as one 
of the stage liands in the Rockton Theater. 

When he saw Al he started, then he said : 

"Mr. Wattles, I came here on purpose to get this here 
young gentleman's address." 

"My address?*' cried Al. "What do you want that 
for?" 

"Is it true, sir," the man asked, "that the young lady as 
was on the bills as Miss Gladys March is your sister?*' 

"Yes." 

"Then, sir, I have some information for you/' 

"Do you know where she is ?" demanded the boy, breath- 
lessly. 

"No, sir ; but I know that she is in a trap, and that if 
you want to save her you must act quick. Fve come here, 
sir, to make a clean breast of my part in the affair." 

Overcome by excitement, Al seized the fellow by the 
throat and forced him to his knees. 

"Speak !" he hissed. "Tell the truth, or I will strangle 
you!" 
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A CLEW. 

Mfp Wattles stepped forward and gently forced At to 
relax his hold on the man's throat. 

"Don't get excited, my boy," he said. 'This is just 
the time when you need a cool head.'* 

'That's so, sir/' added the visitor. "I don't blame the 
young gent for the way he feels, but if he expects to get 
the best of that villain, Jack Farley, he has got to keep 
his wits about him.*' 

"Then," gasped Al, ''it was Farley that enticed her 
away?*' 
I "It was him, sir.'' 
' "And what had you to do with it?" 

'*More than I %vish I had. The truth is, sir, I did not 
reaHze what I was doing at the time. I was not onto his 
game until it was too late, and then 1 " 

"Don't beat about the bush any longer," interrupted 
Mr Wattles, impatiently. ''What was Farley's gamer" 

"Where is my sister?" added Al, in an agony of sus- 
pense. 

'*It s like this, gents," rephed the man, '7"st before the 
alarm of fire was given a man came to the staiyc door, 
where I happened to be standing at the time. His collar 
was turned up, and his hat was pulled down, and at first 
I did not recognize him* 'I want you to do me a favor/ 
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he says. *What is it?* says I, 'and who are you?* *DonH 
you know me?' he asks me. 'No, I don't/ I tells him, 
*and I ain't got no time to stand here fooling with you/ 
You see, 1 thought maybe he was a stage-door masber, 
though he didn't look much like one, to teU the truth, 
for he was dressed in a way that— " 

"Never mind all that/' interrupted Mr. Wattles again. 
**Get to the point. The man told you he was Farley ?'' 

"He did, sir.;' 

"Why were you any more willing to talk to him then? 
Had you ever met him before?" 

"Oh, yes." 

"By your own admission you knew he was a villaifl* 
Why, then, were you willing to do him a favor?'' 

**He did me a great service once, sir, and I was glad of 
a chance to repay him/' 

"Even at the risk of a young girl's life happiness, per- 
haps her life itself?" 

"I did not think it was as serious as all that then, sir. 
You see, all he asked me was to tell Miss March that 
a friend bearing important news was waiting just out- 
side the stage door to see her, and that he would not 
detain her more than a minute. He also told me not to 
say that it was him if she should ask/* 

"And you did this?" 

"I took the message to Miss March, and, as she h^i 
at least half an hour's time before she had to go on 
again", she went with me to the door without any hesita- 
tion." 
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''And then?" cried Al, breathlessly. 

"There was no one else around at the moment. Miss 
March stepped out, I was surprised to see that there was 
a carriage waiting in the alley. He said something Lo 
her that I could not hear, and led her to the door of the 
carriage. The next moment, to my surprise, he hfted her 
in his arms and put her into the carriage. She didn't 
have time to make any resistance at aSK I am not sure, 
but I think there was another person in the carriage." 

''And you made no attempt to interfere?'* cried Mr. 
Wattles. 

*' What could Tdo, sir?*' 

'T am pretty sure that if I had been in your place I 
should have done something/' said the old gentleman, 
warmly. 

"The carriage drove oS like mad as soon as the young 
lady was put into it, sir/' 

"Didnt Farley enter it, too?" 

"Oh, yes, he jumped right in after her.' The driver 
seemed to know what to do; anyway, he received no di- 
rections from Mr. Farley in my hearing. I suppose it 
had all been arranged between them beforehand.*' 

"Of course. You might have given the alarm at once ; 
why didn't you ?" demanded Al. 

'"By that time, sir, the alarm of fire had been given, 
and there was a terrible commotion in the theater. In the 
confusion I did not know what to do." 

"Well," said Mr. Wattles, '^better late than never But 
what put it into your head to come here at all ?" 
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"1 don't know that I should have come, sir, but when 
I heard of the heroic way in which this young gent be- 
haved, and how he saved the lives of maybe half the 
audience — when I heard all this, and was told that the 
young lady, Miss March, was his sister, I made up my 
mind that I would come here and make a clean breast of 
my part of the affair." 

**And you have really told us all you know?'* 

"All, sir, so help me Heaven !" 

*'I believe you, my man,*' said Mr. Wattles. 

"And so do I," added Al. "But we must not spend any 
more time in talk ; we have got to do something at once." 

"I will do anything in my power to help you, sir," said 
the man. 

"I don't see that you can do much more than you have 
done," said Al. "You can give me a description of the 
carriage and the horse, though." 

"The carriage was an ordinary livery coach. There 
were two horses, both of them gray. It was a livery turn- 
out — there can't be any doubt about that — and not a first- 
class one, either." 

"You don't know what stable it carrie from ?" 

"No, sir; but it won't be a very hard job to find that 
out, for there are only three stables in town. Two of them 
are quite swell, but the other isn't, and I guess it was from 
that one that the coach came." 

"Well," said Mr. Wattles, springing to his feet, "we 
can get to work now. Come, my boy, this man shall 
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ta1:t us to the stable at once, and we will see what they 
luve to tell us there," 

"1 don't want to drag you out, Mn Wattles/' said Al 
"1 can manage this business alone/' 

"You can, eh?" said the manager, almost indignantly. 
"WelU maybe you could, but you won't get the chance, 
1 am going to be right in it with you. Why, do you 
suppose I could sleep a wink to-night with this thing on 
my mind? I tell you, my boy, I thought more of that 
girl than you imagine, and if anything should happen to 
her— ^'' 

Mr. Wattles choked and turned away his head, Al was 
surprised at this exhibition of emotion ; he had not given 
his employer credit for the possession of so much feel- 
ing. 

He extended his hand, 

"Mn Wattles," he said, "you are a good friend of 
mine and hers. Have it your own way, then. Come!'' 

The manager pressed the boy*s hand, 

*'I don't like scenes— off the stage/' he said, rather 
shamefacedly. "I dislike emotion, and am seldom be- 
trayed into it. But— but Oh. well, we mustn't stand 

here talking al! night. Lead the way to the stable you 
spoke of, my man," ^. 

Ten minutes later the trio reached the stable. Here 
several delays awaited them. In the iirst place, the 
man who had been on duty in the office at the time the 
coach must have been hired, was asleep in a room above 
the stable, and when awakened refused to get up. After 
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some persuasion, he agreed to do so, and came downstairs 
half dressed. He was also half asleep, and for several 
minutes could not recall the event about which his visitors 
were so anxious to be informed. It had been an un- 
usually busy evening, and he was not sure whether the 
coach had come from that stable or not, 

At last, however, his memor>' having been stimulated 
by a five-dollar bill, which Mr. Wattles slipped into his 
hands, he remembered having rented the team to a man 
who answered Farley's description, 

'There was a lady with him, too," the man added 
**What sort of a looking woman ?" asked the manager. 
'Tall, dark, with very black eyes." 
"Miss Hollingsworth P' exclaimed Mr. Wattles, 
"Just the idea that occurred to me," added Al. 
"It was she, beyond the shadow of a doubt. She is 
in the scheme, too, then. That woman is capable of 
anything. At last we have a clew, and a strong one." 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

r ONTHETRACK. 

'*Eut why/' questioned Al, '^should Miss Hollingsworth 
lend herself to such a scheme?" 
I '*For several reasons/' Mr. Wattles replied. *'Tn the 
fir*?t place, she is a woman who lilies mischief for its own 
sake — there are such people, you know. Then, she is 
under the influence of Farley; that is a fact that I have 
known for a long time. That man can make her do al- 
most anything he wishes/' 

'Ts she in love with him?'* 

^'Sometimes I have thought so, and sometimes I have 
thought she almost hated him. He seems to exercise a 
sort of hypnotic influence over her ; that is the only way in 
which I can explain it.'* 

*'If she is in love with him/' suggested Al, "it is rather 
strange, isn't it, that she should help him to abduct a 
rival?" 

"Not when you consider everything. Remember tliiit 
Ihe woman has a grud^^e against you. You haven't for- 
gotten that episode at tlie RoomviUe Opera House, have 
you? You were the indirect means of throwing her out 
of an engagement/' 

"That is so/' 

"You can depend upon it/' went on the mana*^er, "that 
the woman in the case — and in the carriage^was Miss 
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Clj.;a Holiingsworlh. But we mustn't stand talking here 
any Ioniser." 

Islr. Wattles had observed that the stableman was 
listening to the dialogue with considerable interest. 

** Where did the couple say they were going?" he added. 

''They said/* was the reply, "that they wanted to catdi 
a train, but that they had to make a call first." 

"Did they say where they were going to call?" 

"They did not." 

"Did they say what train they wanted to catch?" 

"No, sir." 

"Where is the driver that took them out? Has he re- 
turned yet?" 

"He came back long ago, and has gone home." 

"Did he say where he took them?" questioned Al. 

"No, sir, he said nothing about the matter; all we were 
talking about was the theater fire." 

"Well," said Mr. Wattles, with a wink at Al, "we are 
much obliged for your information. Good-night." 

And he took the boy's arm and walked him rather 
unceremoniously out of the place. 

"I wanted to ask a few more questions," said Al, when 
they were outside. 

"It wouldn't have done any good, my boy. The man 
told us all he knew about the case." 

"Fm not so sure about that," demurred Al. '*It seems 
rather queer to me that the driver should say nothing 
at all about such a peculiar case when he got back to the 
stable. According to the report of the stage hand he 
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bt have been posted about Farley's intentk)n. He waff 
ly a party to the crime/' 
Exactly; and that, of course, is just the reason he 
nothing when he got back. But we can find out 
that later on. Now, in my opinion, they — Farkyj 
liingsworth and their victim — did really take a train. 

question now is, what train?" 
^'Perhaps we can karn that at the railway station/* 
^'Just what -I was going to say. We will go to the 
ation now and find out what trains leave at about the 
that our friends would have been likely to reach the 

"Rockton is not a very big place; there arc not many 
[bnins a day/' 

j*'No; we shan't have any trooblc in getting the infor- 
aation we want/* 
They found the station agent at the depot. He was a 
ill, shriveled-tip old man, and he glared suspiciously at 

when tli^ questioned him. 
It took them some minutes to elicit the information that 
trains left the station at nine-ten-^ahout the hour that 
carriage would have reached the place if it had gone 
re direct from the theater. 

^And where da these two trains go?'' asked Mr* 
fettles. 

pDne goes to New York/' 
Kn6 the other?" 
••The other is the Boston express." 
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The manager then described the occupants of the i 
riage. 

"I remember them; what of itr'* said the station agent, ^ 
crustily. 

"What do you remember about them?^' 

**I remember that one of the ladies — -the smaller ont^ 
— seemed to be sick ; at any rate, she had to be helped into 
the waiting roomj where they all three stayed till the traiv 
arrived." 

**Which of the two trains did they take ?" cried Al, 

"That I don^t know." 

"You don^t know?'' 

'That's what I said. Do you suppose I keep tabs on 
everyone that comes into this place? Hardly." 

"The New York train and the Boston train were here 
at the same time ?"' 

"Yes.'' 

"And they mi^bt have taken either?" 

"They might.*' 

"It is of a good deal of importance to ns,*' said Al "to 
learn which of those two trains they took." 

"I can't help that/' was the reply, "Tm no clairvoyant 
or fortune-teller.'* 

"Isn't there some one about the station who couW 
give us some information?'' 

"I don't think there is. The ticket-seller that they 
bought their ticket,^ frnm m^ij^'^ht tell yoti somethincj. but 
he's ofif now ; there is another man in his place." 

Al and Mr. Wattles stared at each other in perplejfit)^ 
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ist tlien a hang-dog looking young fellow of about 

's age came sloucliiug up. 

*'Here, Smith," called out the station agent, "these 
want some information; perhaps you can give it to 
W. Tell this chap what you want, gents, and maybe he 
can help you out/' 

Al explained the situation to the fellow^ who said, readily 
enough : 

"Oh, yes; I remember that party/' * 

"And which of the two trains did they take?" 

'The one goin' to Boston." 

"At last/' exclaimed Mr. Wattles, "we have a little in- 
formation. Now, then, my boy, what shall we do?" 

"I shall follow them/* replied Al, promptly. 

'1 wish I could go with you, but " 

■ "I know it wotUd be impossible, Mr. Wattles; and prob- 
ably I shall get along just as well alone/* 

"Maybe; but Fd like to be with you to witness the dis- 
comfiture of that arch-villain. Well, come along and get 
your ticket for Boston." 

They were now walking in the direction of the ticket 
oiiice. 

"No,*' said Al, "I shall get a ticket for New York.^* 

'Eh?^^ 

The boy repeated the statement. 

"But that fellow said they went to Boston; you must 
have misimderstood him/' 

'^Oh, no, I didn't." 
^^He certainly said Boston " 
^^ ^*^^ed by Google 
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"1 know he did." 

"And yet you are going to get a ticket for New YorkT' 
1 am. 

*1 don't understand you," 

**ril explain. You didn't see the wink he gave the 
station agent when he told us the Boston train yarn, did 
you ?" 

"No." k 

"I did." 

"You think he was lying to us?" 

"I am sure of it. Farley probably paid him to put us 
off the track." 

"Allston, you are a smart young fellow, but there is 
such a thing as being too smart. It may be that by going 
to New York you will lose them/* 

"I don't think so, Mr. Wattles; I am sure i am 
tight At any rate, I will take the chances." 

Twenty minutes later Al was on his way to the me- 
tropolis. 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

**DR, FERGUSON." 

As may be imagined, Al was very tired when he boarded 
the train for New York. It had been a hard day for 
him; yet, though physically fatigued, he was mentally 
alert. 

Next him sat a clerical-looking man of about fifty, 
who presently remarked: 
I "You got on at Rockton, young gentleman, diil you 
natr 

Al, glad of the chance to speak to anyone, replied in 
the affirmative. 

'*! once had a charge there/* went on the old man. 

Al did not understand him. 

'*A charge?" he said, interrogatively. 

"Yes ; I am a minister of the Gospel.^ ^ 

"Indeed, sir?" 

"Yes; I was pastor of the wealthiest church in Rock- 
ton. I left it to accept a call to New York." 

As this statement possessed no especial interest to the 
boy, he made no reply. 
f There was a silence of some minutes' duration. Then 
the old gentleman broke out with : 

"May^ I offer you my card?'' 

At the same time he thrust a bit of pasteboard into AI's 
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Upon it was inscribed the name, David Ferguson, D. 

"1 haven't a card with me, Dr. Ferguson/' said 
boy; '^but my name is Allen AUston." 

Hi.^ traveling companion grasped his hand, and shook 
it with a remarkable exhibition of warmth, considering 
tlieir short acqiiaintacice, 

"I am delighted to meet you, my young friend/* he said. 
"Are you going far?'* 

"To New York, sir/' 

"Indeed ! Then we shall be traveling companions tor 
nearly three hours. How delightful!'' 

The prospect did not seem quite so delightful to Al; 
for, although he was glad to have some one to talk to, He 
began to fear that the Rev. Dr, Ferguson might not prove 
a wholly congenial companion, 

"Are you a resident of Rockton?" went on the doctor. 

"No, sir/^ 

'*Only a visitor there ?'' 

"That's all/' 

"Rockton is a beautifut place/' 

Al acquiesced* 

''And you don't live there?*' continued Dr. Ferguson. 

"I do not/' 

"You were visiting friends?" questioned the old ma^^ 
:whose bump of curiosity seemed to be well developcd- 

'"1 was not, sir; I was there on business/' 

"On^busiuess 1 Really? You arc quite young to ^^ 
actively engaged in business/' 

As this was a point upon which Al was a little son'i 
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he made no reply. He was now quite willing to let the 
conversation end rig:ht there and then.^ 

But Dr. Ferguson would not have it so, 

"What was the nature of your business, if I may ask ?" 
he resumed. "Pardon me, if I seem inquisitive/' 

*^Wel1," said Al, with a sigh, "I don't know that I have 
any reason to be ashamed of my business." 

"I trust not, my dear young friend— 1 most sincerely 
trust that yoii have not/' 

*'I am connected with Wattles' New York Comedy 
Company/' 

Dr. Ferguson gasped for breath. 

"You are an actor — at your age ?" he cried- 

AI laughed, a little sarcastically, it is to be feared. 

f"It isn't quite as bad as that/' he said. 
"Ah!*' 

''I am only the advance agent" 

"And what, may I ask, is an advance agent?*' 
1 Al explained. 

''It is not, then, quite as bad as I thought/' safd his 
companion. 

"It might be a heap worse/' responded the boy, la- 
conically, ^ 

"But still/' went on the reverend gentleman, '*a posi- 
tion such as that you hold may lead to something worse, 
Voti may in time — pardon me, if I hurt your feelings— 
you may in time become an actor/^ 

*'I guess not/' said Al, who had some difficulty in re- 
pressing a smile. 
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"You cannot tell, my dear young friend ; one wrong.step 
leads to another, and once on the road to destruction, there 
is no knowing where or when the end will come." 

'*I hope I am not on the road to destruction yet," said 
Al, *'and I feel pretty sure that I am not." 

"Pride cometh before a fall, my dear young friend," 
said the doctor, impressively. "The moment you begin 
to be too sure of yourself, you have taken the first down- 
ward step. You may not be conscious of it, but it is 
taken/* 

Al began to shift about uneasily in his seat. 

"I know that what I say is not pleasant for you to 
hear," continued the old gentleman, "but I speak for your 
own good." 

He then went on to deliver a long homily on the evils 
of theatrical life, and actually succeeded in tiring Al to 
such an extent that he fell asleep. 

He was awakened by a voice shouting in his ear: 

"This ain't a sleeping car, young man. All off!" 

Al leaped to his feet, only half awake. The car was 
empty of everyone except himself and a brakeman. 

"Where are ye ?" he cried. 

"In New York," was the reply. **Say, young fellow, 
you are a pretty sound sleeper." 

"Well, Fm awake now," said the boy. "Fm sorry to 
have given you any trouble." 

''Oh, that's all right. But you haven't lost anything, 
have you ?" 

"No. Why?" 
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"'1 don't see your baggage anywhere?*' 

''I didn't bring anything with me." 

*' That's all right, then, I was afraid that duck in the 

with you might have got away with your stuff/* 
Al laughed, 

'^That was a clergyman/' he said — ''the Rev, Dr, Per- 
son/' 

►/•Reverend nothing/' grinned the brakeman. "Say, 
^bung man, you must be from 'way back/' 
'"Why?" 

'*Why, that fellow is one of the cleverest confidence 
pen in the country/' 

■*^*Do you know what you are talking about?" asked the 
oy, in amazement, 

*'YoiT can bet I do. Oh, he has fooled sharper ones 
ban you or I. You didn't lend him anvthing, did you?" 
"I did not." 

"Nor invest in green goods or anything of that sort?" 
"No/' 

"Well, you are one of tbc lucky ones, then. When I 
saw him giving you so much chin nuisic T thought he had 
you sure." 

"Well, he duln't/' 

And A! left the car on very good terms with himself- 
'*Now, then/* he mused. '*ril 55tart in on the business 
brntiJ^ht me here. I'll go to the nearest police sta- 
in first I don*t know where it is, so to save time ITI 
a cab/' 
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As he thus ruminated, he mechanically felt in his 
pocket. 

Tl;ie next moment he uttered an involuntary exclama- 
tion. 

His money was gonc^ and so were his watch, and 
the ring that had been presented to him in Boomville. 

He had not, after all, escaped scot-free from the 'Tlev- 
erend David Ferguson.** 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

AN UNLUCKY EliJ^OR, 

Als self-esteem had suffered a severe shcM:k. 

He had considered himself quite competent to look out 
for ''Number One," but this plausible swindler, the wavy 
first person he had met on the train, had easily succeeded 
in swindling him out of all the valuables he had about 
him. 

f He had lost about a hundred and fifty dollars in cash, 
his watch, which was worth at least another hundred, and 
tiie valuable diamond ring that had been presented to him 
on the st^ge of the Boomville Opera House. 

He was alone and penniless in a great city at two 
o'clock in the mornin;^, with a mission to perform that 
would almost necessarily involve the outlay of money. 

While he stood at the entrance of the Grand Centnil 
Depot the brakeman who had addressed him on the car 
came along. Noticing the look of dismay on the boy's 
face, he said; 

"There's nothing the matter, is there?" 

''1 should say there was." 

''What ts it? That bunco man didn't get the best of 
you, after all, did he?" 

'^Rather/' 

And Al proceeded to inform the man of his loss. 

kHis companion uttered a low whistle. 
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"Well, he did soak it to you, for fair," he said. "He 
don't generally play that «;ame; as a rule he wodvs the 
thing in a more artistic way than that. Well, he got the 
money, all the same. It was a pretty good haul, too." 

**I don't see how he got that ring off my finger without 
waking me up," said Al, ruefully. 

"Oh, he can do more than that," grinned the brake- 
man. "He'd manage to rob you of your eyeteeth if he 
happened to take a fancy to them. He's a daisy!" 

"I wish you had warned me when you saw him talking 
to me on the train." 

"I couldn't very well do that; but I kept an eye on you 
both, and if I had seen him up to any funny business, I 
should have spoken. Hasn't he left you any money at 
all?" 

"Not a cent." 

"Well, see here, Fll let you have a few dollars if you'll 
promise to return 'em as soon as you get funds." 

"Of course I will, and I am very much obliged to 
you," said Al, surprised at this unexpected offer. 

"Here you are, then." 

And the man handed him a small roll of bills. 

"Give me your address," said Al, "and Fll return this 
to you within a day or two, with something" to boot." 

"I don't want anything to boot. I'll write down my 
address, if you'll lend me a pencil a minute." 

Al handed him a pencil. The man was about to write 
the address on the back of an envelope, when, to his 
amazement, his companion made a rush for a cab that 
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stood at the curbstone, gave the driver a few hasty direc- 
ions in a low tone, and then leaped into the vehicle, which 
pnmediately start t^d off at a rapid pace. Before the brake- 
man could recover from his astonishment, the cab had 
ttirned a corner and disappeared. 

'*Well," gasped the man, "if I haven't been buncoed 
myself, and by a kid at that. Til bet he and the other 
fellow wore pals. And I never suspected it! Well, I'll 
^et my ten dollars back if it costs me a hundred to do it. 
This is the last time I'll ever lend money to a strant^en 
I wish I coiild hire some one to kick me round the block," 

The brakeman could scarcely be blamed for forming this 
Bpinion of Al^ erroneous though it was. Appearances 
were certainly a (gainst the boy, and the reader is, per- 
haps, wondering if he had suddenly become insane or de- 
Teloped into a kleptomaniac. 

The reason for our hero's strange action was this : 
Just as he handed the brakeman the pencil a carriage was 
passing the depot, from the window of which peered the 
face of the very man for whom Al was seeking — Jack 
Farley. 

There was no time for explanations; the carriage was 
going at a rapid rate, Al rushed out to the cab that 
stood at the entrance and said to the driver: 

**Do you see that carriage yonder?— the one that is 
just about to turn the corner? Follow it wherever it 
^goes and Til pay yoti well.'' 
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As we have scoi, the boy entered the cab, and was 
driven away. 

"That brakcman will think that I am a thief, too, I'm 
afraid/* Al mused. "Well, I can't help it; it will be all 
right to-morrow, But he is a good fellow, and 1 don't 
like the idea of being misunderstood in that way by him 
even for a few hours. There's no help for it, thougb ; I 
couldn't alTord to let Farley get away from meT' 

The tw^o vehicles kept at an even distance from each 
other until Tenth Street was reached. At the comer of 
that thoroughfare and Fifth Avenue the carriage in ad- 
vance came to a sudden halt. 

Al's driver stopped almost at the same moment. 

*'What shall I do now, sir?'' he called out to his pas- 
senger, I 

''Go right ahead/^ the boy' directed. "When you get 
to the spot, stop, if the other coach has not started again 
in the meantime; if it has, go on as long as it does/' 

In less than a minute later Al's carriage once more 
come to a standstill. 

At the same moment a man leaped from the other car- 
riage, advanced to the cab and threw open the door. 

'*What do you mean," he demanded, "by following my 
carriage? I have been onto you ever since you started. 
Who are you, and what do you want?" 

The man was not Jack Farley ; he did not resemble hini 
in any way. 

He was an elderly man, fashionably dressed, and had 
the appearance of one who was on his way home after a 
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palLt or some otlier social function, with just enough wine 

jton board to make him quarrelsome. 

I ''What is your little game?" continued the man. 

r'Come, out with it ; I am going to know/* 

I AI was decidedly embarrassed. 

I '*It is aU a mistake," he stammered, 

''That's too thin/' said the stranj^er. "Vm onto you; 
you are a detective! Nowj what are you shadowing me 
for?'* 

Al could not help laughing, 

"I am no more a detective than you, sir," he said, *1 
told my driver to follow a certain carriage, and he has 
made a mistake ; that's all there is to it." 

''I made no mistake," interposed the driver, surlily. 

"This is the carriage you told me to follow," 

"You are wrong; the man in that carriage was not this 

pgcntleman. Remember, it turned the corner before we left 

the depot, so you lost sight of it for half a minute or so/* 

"That's so/' admitted cabby. 

*'It had probably turned out of the street before we 
turned into it, ami you, seeing this gentleman s carriage, 
supposed it to be the same, and followed it,'^ 
"I guess that explains it/' 

"Well J it doesn't explain it ^o me/' said the aggrieved 
stranger. 'T consider this affair an oT-itragCj ami 1 am 
going to have it investigated/' 

"'Go ahead and investi;:;ate, then/' said Al, losing his 
patience, "You are making a mountain of a mole hill/* 
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**! smh eh? Well, yaali *« wlKfthcr I am rtr^ 
Cabrriaiif J have your uuinber.'* 

**ritat <i ail ri^ln: keep it/' growled die J€ho, 

*'I shall krtp u, anct make good tisc of it, too. Yori^ 
hear froin me again/* 

And tht! iTjan climbed hack mto his carriage, fltHbed ] 
almost as much with anger a5 with wine* 
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AN EXCITING INTERVIEW. 



I As the carriage rolled away Al and the cabman stood 
and stared at each other. Then the latter burst into a 
loud laugh. 

'^Well, sir/' he said^ /this is the funniest job I have had 
for many a long day/' 

Al failed to appreciate the humor of the situation, 

'It does not strike me as being particularly funny," 
he said. 

^^It doesn't?" 

"Decidedly not. Why did you lose sight of the other 
cabr 

"Why, you explained that yourself just now. The 
two carnages looked jnst alike; I beheve they were the 
same.'* 

"No* they were not. The man I saw looking from the 
%vindow of the carriage that passed the Grand Central 
Depot was not the man we have just been talking^ to/' 

"Are you sure?'' 

"Yes, You followed the wrong carriage; that is all 
tliere is to it/' 

'*Welk" admitted the cabby, *T think you are right. 
Where shall T take you now?'* 

"Nowhere; I'll walk. How much do I ow*e you?" 

"Ten dollars/' was the cairn reply. 
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"Ten what?" ckmanded M, 1 

'*Teii dollars fur driving me that short distance?" J 
*'Do you call that a short distance?" J 

"Yes; I could have walked it in a good deal less tn 
half an hour." 1 

**Why didn't you, then?" M 

"1" '' 1 

*'Now, see Iiltc," iuterniptcd the cabman, with athn^ 
eiiing air, as ke put his face in very close proximttj* fl 
Al's, "1 don't want no nniss with you. See? But Ira 
that ten dollars. Do you think I'm driving this here thiEl 
for fun? Not on your life!" ] 

This was Al's first experience with one of the ckS 
known in New York as ''liight- hawks/* and for a moto^ 
he hesitated. Imagining; that he had gained an advantigl 

the man a<Ided ; I 

I 

**Now% look lively! I\-e got something else to do li 

sides standing here chinning with you," 

'*Yes/' said the boy, cjuietly, 'Sou have. On secora 

thoughts, IMl keep your cab a little longer. Drive mefl 

the nearest police station/* I 

The man stared at him, then asked, rather uneasily i ] 
"What for?^' J 

"So that T can find out just what I ou^^ht to pay jOJ 

It won*t take either of us hiw^ to get the .in formation/^ 

The night-hawk saw that he had, for once, met m 
match- I 
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"See here, young gem/' he said, *'X donH want nu 
trouble with you." 

''If there is any trouble, you will bring it on yonrsell"/* 
responded the boy, 

'"I've got no time to waste. Give lue a V and 11! call 
it square/' 

"I'll give you nothing of the sort." 

''What will you pay, then?" 

"Two dollars is quite enough." 

"Make it three, boss/' 

"I can't do it/* said Al, who saw that he had by luck 
hit upon about the right price. "Will you take two, or 
will you go with me to the nearest police station and let 
them settle the matter there?*' 

**Give me the two/* said the man, sullenly. 'Til take it, 
but I'm losing money on the job. If Fd stayed up at the 
station I might have picked up '' 

*'You might have picked up a bigger greenhorn than 
you did/' added AL "Well, I'll wish you good-morning/' 

He was about to turn away when a heavy hand was 
laid on his shoulder, and a familiar voice exclaimed : 

"Well, this is luck. I didn't expect to find you as easy 
as all this/' 

"Oh, it's you, is it?'' cried Al, recognizing the friendly 
brakeman who had loaned him the money, "Vm mighty 
glad I ran across you/' 

**Yon are, eh?'* sneered the man, 

Al looked at him in surprise. 
Yes, I was going to hunt you up," 
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"Oh, you were?'* 

"Of course I was. I wanted to explain to you why I 
left you so suddenly. You must have thought " 

**I thought the truth — that I had been made the victim 
of a swindler. I made up my mind that I would hunt 
you up, but I didn't expect to find you quite so soon; that 
was blind luck." 

"See here,'' said Al, his anger rising, "you are going 
a little too far. I was, and am, much obliged to you for 
lending me that" money, but I " 

"Lending nothing," interrupted the cabman, who had 
been a silent listener to the conversation. "Why, the 
young villain has just been telling me how he euchered a 
brakeman up at the Grand Central out of a wad." 

"It is a lie !" burst from the lips of the indignant boy, 
and he advanced toward the treacherous fellow with 
clinched fists. 

But the cabman retreated and leaped upon his box. 

"If I didn't have my cab here," he said, as he gathered 
up the reins, "I'd teach you to call me a liar. Boss"— 
to the brakeman — "you're in luck to find the young rascal 
so easy. Don't let him off ; I know him well, and, in spite 
of his innocent looks, he is one of the toughest youngsters 
in the city." 

With these words the rascal whipped up his horses and 
started up the avenue at as rapid a pace as his steeds were 
capable of. 

"Do you believe that fellow's story?" demanded Al, 
looking his companion squarely in the eyes. 
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**You can bet I do/' was the prompt reply. 
"You think I am a thief?" 
"Haven't I pretty good proof of it?'* 

**Now, see here, young fellow," interrupted the indig- 
Bant brakeman, ''I am not going to sit up till daylight ta 
Escuss this matter with yon. You can talk it over with * 
be judge later. Yon buncoed mc in a very neat manner; 
■admit yon did the job well, but luck happened to be on 
[ly side, and the game is lost for you. But see here; 
just to avoid trouble, if you hand me back my ten dollars, 
I'll let you off/' 

"Y\\ give yon all I have left of it," said Al ; '*and soTne 
day ril prove to you that 1 am not^ " 

'That's all right, '" interrupted the nncomproniising 
brakeman, "I don't care what you are; all I want is my 
ten dollars, not what you have lefij but just what I gave 
you." 

"1 have just paid that cabman two dollars/' said Al, 
"and all I can give you is eigjit. I am very sorry I ac^ 
cepted the loan at all/' 

"You ain't as sorry as I am/' sneered the hrakeman. 
"But, see here. Fm not going to fool any more time away 
with you. Fve had a hard day, and Fve got to start in 
a^ain at eleven o'clock. To save myself trouble, I have 
offered to let you off if you would give me my money back. 
If you won't, you will go with me to I he station housc^ 
where I shall make a formal complaint against you. KoWji 
What do you say ?" Dig,,ed ..Google 
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Before AI could rcj.^ly a man suddenly turned the cor- 
ner of Eleventh Street. 

As he approached, ihc boy grasped his ccom pan ion's 
arm. 

"Now," he said, 'Til prove to you that you have made 
a mistake." * 

''How?" 

"Do you see this man coming?'' 
. The hrakeman looked, tlicn started. 

*Tt's your pal!" he exclaimed, recognizing the indi- 
vidual who had been introduced to the reader as the *'Rev. 
David Ferguson." 

''He's no more my pal than you are," said Ah '7^'-^ 
keep your eyes and ears open, and I'll convince you on 
that point, at any rate.'* 

The alleged reverend gentleman was approaching rather 
slowly. His eyes were on the pavement. He was smil- 
ing; evidently his thoughts were of an agreeable nature. 

He did not observe Al and his companion until lie was 
within a few feet of them i then the boy suddenly stepped 
forward, saying: 

"Good-morning, Mr, Ferguson," 



y Google 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

A DANGEROUS JOB AIIE^AD. 

The reverend gentleman started" a decidedly uneasy 
expression appeared upon his face. 

"I don*t know you, young gejitlennan/* he said. 

'*Oh, you can't have forgotten me^ Mr. Ferguson," said 
Al- "^iy Tiame is Allston ; don't yoti remember the in- 
teresting conversation we had on the train this morning?" 

"Ahem! I think I do recognize you now."' 

'1 thought you would. Isn't this rather early for you 
to be out, Mr, Ferguson?'* 

"I have not yet returned to my home; I have been on 
an errand of mercy. And now I must ask you to excuse 
me, for I am greatly fatigued/' 

'*Wait a minute." 

"Well, what is itr'' 

"I suppose you have often heard it said that justice and 
mercy ought to go hand in hand/' 

"It is a very true saying, my lad/* 

''Well, you say you have just been on an errand of 
mercy ; suppose you now perform an act of justice/* 

**What do you mean?" demanded Mr. Ferguson^ un- 
easily. 

"I gliess you know. I mean that I want you to hand 
back the money and jewelry that you stole from me/* 

*'Do you mean to insult me, or are you mad?'' almost 
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shouted the alleged clergyman. "Do you dare accuse me, 
me, David Ferguson, of theft ?'* 

"That's about the size of it," replied Al, coolly. *'And, 
remember, I know now that your name is no more David 
Ferguson than mine is." 

"Do you dare " began the fellow. 

"That'll do," interrupted Al. "Bluff will not work 
with me. Are you going to return my property?" 

He had not uttered the last word when "Mr. Fergu- 
son" abruptly turned on his heel and started to run. 

He did not go far, however. Out went Al's foot, and 
the next moment the adventurer lay sprawling on the 
pavement. He was helped to his feet by Al and the 
brakeman, who both kept a tight hold on him. 

The sanctimonious expression had entirely vanished 
from the fellow's face, which now wore a look of rage 
and fear. 

The transformation was wonderful; he did not seem 
the same man. 

"Well," he said, "what are you going to do, about it?'' 

"Tm going to hand you over to the police in short 
order if you don't return my property." 

"If I give it all back," demanded the man, "will you 
agree not to make any charge against me?'' 
^ "Don't agree to anything of the sort," interrupted the 
belligerent brakeman. 

But Al said : 

"I ought not to do it, but I have no time to attend 
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the case, s<d, ii you hand back what you took from mc 

m can ^o." 

"Mn Ferguson" fished the roll of bills from his pocket 
[•and handed it to Al, who carefully counted it, 

"Now, the watch and ring," he said. 

The "crook" produced the timepiece and gave it to its 
L owner- 

'1 can't return the ring/' he whined. 

"Why can't you?" 

"Fve pawned it" 

''Give me the ticket, then/' 

"I can't do that, either/' 

''How is that?" 

'IVe lost it." 

"Well," said A\, '^that's unlucky— for you. Now, see 
here, my reverend friend, I have no more time to waste* 
If your story is true, you'll come along with me to the 
police station. If it is a lie, w^hich I believe, you had bet- 
ter hand over that ring in quick time/' 

(*T ft 

"I advise you to hurry, for here comes a policeman, and 
if the ring is not on my finger by the time he gets here, T 
shall hand you over to him as sure as I am standing 
here/* 

The ''crook" hesitated no longer. 

''Here you are, then/* he said. 

As he spoke, he thrust the ring into Al's hand. 

*'Now," he asked, in a voice that trembled with nervoiis- 
nessi "'may I get out?" 
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"Skip," responded Al, laconically. 

In less than ten seconds the fellow had disappeared from 
view. 

The brakeman extended his hand to his companion. 

*'I have wronged you/' he said. 

**That's what I told you," replied AI, quietly, "but you 
wouldn't take my word for it." 

*'I hoj>e you'll accept my apolog>\" 

"Of course I will; and you must accept your money 
back." 

And the boy handed his companion a ten-dollar bill. 

*'I hope you don't feel hard toward me?" persisted the 
man. 

*'Not at all," Al responded, readily. "You were very 
kind to offer me the money at the depot. I was a perfect 
stranger to you." 

"But I sized you up as a square lad." 

"It didn't take you long to change your mind, though.*' 

"You must admit that I had some reason to change it.'' 

"I do admit it. Appearances were very much against 
me, and if I had been in your place I should, very likely, 
have thought just what you did." 

"Nevertheless, Fm sorry I was so hasty. Now, see 
here, young fellow, I've taken a liking to you — honest, I 
have. I'd like to help you. Now, I have an idea that 
you are in some sort of trouble." 

"You are not far out of the way there," admitted the 
boy. 

"Of course, it's none of my business, and I'm not one 
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mi the sort that cares much about other people's affairs; 

mm — but what is your trouble ? I only' ask, thinking tlmt 

Kinay be able to help you in some way/' 

■||U hesitated, tlii^n said : 

W ''I need help badly enough, but I don*t see what yotl 

Kpuld do. However, I will tell you why I am in New 

I In a few words he told the story of his sister'^ abduc^ 

ftiofi, WheJi lie explained wh\' he had left the depot so 

puddenly his companion interrupted him, 

I ''Why/' he cried, excitedly, "I saw the cab that you 

■ranted to follow ! I can tell you just where you can find 

Hi driver, too/' 

I 'Tfou can?" 

I "Yes. As it happens, he is an old friend of niine^ 
and there isn't much that he won't do for me. He drives 
for a stable up on Fifth Avenue, but he ought to be 

glome by this time, I can get a good deal more informa- 

■iciti out of him than they would give )ou if you went up 

Bo the stables. Do you want to go round to his house 

Iwith me now and see if he is in?'' 

I "Is it far from here ?" 

1 **Not ten minutes- walk/' 

^P'Let us go, then. -But, perhaps, we ought to go to a 

moHce station first/* 

K *'We shall pass one on our way there. Come on; 1*11 

Ket Uiat you won't be sorry you met me/' 

I Within five minutes A) had given a description of his 
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sister to the police, and an alarm was about to be sent 
out when he left the station. 

"Now, to see my friend, Tim Story," said the brakeman, 
"who, if I am not mistaken, will be able to give us as much 
information in five minutes as the police will gain in twen- 
ty-four hours." 

Tim Story's home proved to be a floor in a West-Side 
tenement. The cabman had just returned home, and did 
not seem to be in a very communicative mood. But in a 
few minutes Al's new friend had obtained information 
from him that gave the boy a new hope. 

*'We have found her !" he exclaimed. "How can I 
thank you ?" 

"Don't thank me yet," was the reply. "Remember the 
old saying, There's many a slip 'twixt the cup and the 
lip.' You have a dangerous job ahead of you, my boy." 
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CHAPTER XXX, 

HARD LUCK, 

Among the passengers that arrived at the Grand Cen- 
tral Depot by a train which reached the city about three 
hours before Al Allston's arrival, were a trio who attracted 
some attention from their fellow passengers; attention that 
was evidently unwelcome and annoying to al least two of 
the three. ^ 

There were two women and a man. One of the 
w^omen, slight and heavily veiled, was supported, almost 
carried, by her companions. She seemed to be very ill. 
As she was lifted from the car, one of the passengers, 
an elderly gentleman, overheard her say: 
•* Where am I ? \Vliere are you taking me ?" 
The gentleman stepped forward and asked : 
"Can T be of any assistance? The lady seems to be 
sick," 

His voice and manner showed very plainly that he 
suspected there was something wrong, but the two per- 
sons he addressed either did not notice this, or willfully 
ignored tt. 

^*You are very kind, sir," responded the male member 
of the party of which the apparent invalid was one. *'The 
lady is ill, and we are anxions to get her to her home 
as soon as possible. Would you be kind enough to call 
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a carriage for us? I would not ask this of a stranger 
had you not so kindly proffered your assistance." 

**I will do so with pleasure," replied the gentleman, evi- 
dently a little surprised at the manner in which his offer 
was received. "But may I ask what is the matter with 
the lady?" 

The man he addressed tapped his forehead signifi- 
cantly. 

"Brain disease?" questioned the gentleman. 

"Yes. Brought on by overwork at school. Poor girll 
But we have hope that in a few weeks she will be herself 
again." 

"It is very sad." 

"Very ; and now, sir, if you will kindly call the carriage 
for me, I shall be greatly indebted to you." 

"Certainly, sir." 

As the gentleman hurried away, the wcmian whom we 
have mentioned as the third member of the party, a tall| 
showy-looking brunette, said: 

"What's your game, Jack? Why did you send that 
old fellow for a carriage?" 

"It was the easiest way to get rid of him," was the 
•reply. "Didn't you see that he was very suspicious?" 

"Of course." 

* 

"The way in which I accepted his offer took him off his 
guard, and, perhaps, saved us some trouble." 
"Hush ! here he comes." 

"I see him. Don't say a word. Leave all to me." 
"I have found a very good coach for you/' announced 
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the old gentleman, hiirryiag toward them, '*Come this 
way, please," 

Murmuring his thanks, Jack Farley ^ wham the reader 
hasj perhaps, ere this, recognized, hurried toward the 
entrance, supporting the alleged invalid, w^ho was now 
moaning piteously. 

A few moments later the three were ensconced in the 
carriage. 

''Where shall I tell the driver to go?" asked the gentle- 
man. 

Farley gave an address. 

As the carriage started. Miss HoUingsworth asked: 

"Why did you give that address?" 

"You didn't suppose 1 was going to give the right one, 
did you?" said Fariey, petulantly. ''When we are out 
of sight of the depot Til tell the driver where to go/' 

As soon as the coach had turned a corner he leaned 
out of the window and called out : 

'^Driver, Fve changed my mind/' 

*'Well, sir?" 

"Take ns to this address.*' 

And he handed the man a card. 

"You think of everything," said Miss Hollingsworth. 

n have to," 

"I was afraid that we were going to have some trouble 
with that old man." 

*'So was I at first but it tnrned out all right. I tdl you, 
Ol^a. it takes a smart one to get the better of Jack 
Fariey/* 
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Miss Hollings worth gave a peculiar laugh. 

'*What do you mean by that ?*' demanded Farley. "What 
have you got in your head now ?'' 

**Oh, nothing." 

"Yes, you have. What is the matter with you, any- 
way? Your whole manner to-night has been unnatural 
and peculiar." 

"That is only your imagination." 

''It is not. Olga, you are not thinking of rounding 
on me, are you?" 

"Of course not. What an idea!" 

"Because if you are, I warn you not to try it; if you 
do, ril make you wish you had never been born." 

"Why should I round on you, as you put it? Are not 
our interests one? Am I not helping you in this affair? 
Am I not unquestioningly obeying you in everything? 
Jack, you are nervous and excited." 

"Well, I guess that's so. What I need is a bottle of 
fizz; and, as soon as I get the girl to your flat, I'll go 
down to Billy's and get it." 

"Don't do that," said Miss Hollingsworth, uneasily. 

"Why not?" 

"It is too late." 

"It's only a little after twelve o'clock." 

"But you will stay there gambling and drinking until 
morning, and I do not want to be left alone with this 
girl." 

"I shan't stay more than an hour or so ; as for the girl; 
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ive her another dose of the stuff, and she'll be quiet 
'enough." 

At this moment the carriage halted in front of a tall 
apartment house on a fashionable thoroughfare within a 
stone's throw of Fifth Avenue. 

Farley ahghted first, carrying the unconscious girl, and 
was followed by Miss Hollingsworth. 

*'Wait for me, driver," he ordered. "I shall need you 
again in a few minutes." 
"All right, sir." 

Ten minutes later Farley emerged from the house. 
"Do you know Billy RawHns' place?" he asked the 
cabman. 

It was a notorious gambling house, and the man knew 
it well, as did most of his fraternity. 
"Take me there, and wait for me." 
Twenty minutes later the resort of vice was reached. 
Farley entered, and did not emerge for more than an 
hour. When, at last, he did come out, his face was 
flushed with wine, and wore a look of disgust and anger. 
^'That's the last time Fll ever set foot in that place," 
he said, addressing the sleepy driver. "I believe Fve been 
hoodooed by some one. I never have any luck in Billy's 
nowadays, anyway." 

**Luck against you to-night, sir?" asked the cabman, 
sympathetically. 

"I should say luck was against me. I went in there 
with two hundred dollars, and all I have got left now is 
only a little more than enough to pay you." 
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**Har(l luck," comnienlcd the man, evidently relieved 
by the latter part of tl.e sentence. 

"Home," ordered Farley, leaping into the carriage. 

As the vehicle passed the Grand Central Depot he 
happened to look out ; it was at the precise moment when 
Al Alston handed the brakeman the pencil. 

"That boy here !" muttered Farley. "Well, he hasn't 
lost any time. I believe he is my evil genius. Somehow 
or other the sight of him sends a cold chill over me. I 
wonder if he saw me? I hope not. Pshaw! WTiv 
should I bother my head about the kid ? I'll try to dis- 
miss him from my mind for to-night." 

The task did not prove an easy one, however, though 
Farley stopped at two saloons on the way; when the 
carriage reached its destination his mind was still busy 
with the boy he hated. 

Having paid the driver with almost the last cent he 
possessed, he entered the house and ascended to the second 
story. 

Unlocking a door at the head of the stairs, he entered 
a plainly furnished flat. 

Miss Hollingsworth met him at the door. There was 
something in her face that he did not like, as she said: 

**Back at last, are you?'' 
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A WOMAN S VENGEANCE, 

Farley stared at her, scowling savagely, as he saicl: 
"Wliat s the matter? Got one of your cranky fits? I£ 
ici. you had best not vvony nie, for Tm in no mood for 
nonsense," 
^'Neither am I/' was the quiet reply, ''But I am going 
ktalk a little solid sense to you." 

! won't listen to you. Tm tired, and want to sleep," 
fou will sleep soon, and soundly- Come into the 
!?ing room:" 

arley followed her, asking: 
low is the girl?'' 
sleep, under the influence of another dose of the 

^Tioodl Well, what have j^oit to say?" 
And he threw himself into a chair. 

i shall not detain you long, T see by your manner 
M you have lost again to-night/' 
^'Nearly every cent I had with me,'* 

usual,** 
"T shall never enter Billy *s place again,'* 

'No, I don't think you will/' 

*"\\Tiat do you mean?" demanded Farley, uneasily, '*! 

■n*t understand you to-night, Olga,*' 

Digitized by VjOQ^ 




1 88 A Woman's Vengeance. 

"Don't you? Well, I will try to make myself under- 
stood." 

*'(jo on, then, and be quick about it. Fm dead tired." 

"I have stood by you for five years, have I not, Jack 
Farley?" demanded the woman, fixing her large, dark 
eyes firmly on those of her companion. 

"Well, what of that?" growled the man. "It has been 
to your interest to do so, hasn't it? Have you ever had 
a decent engagement that I have not obtained for you? 
And haven't I stuck to you, too ? See here, Olga, I am in 
no mood for recriminations this morning, and you may as 
well quit just where you are. I see you are going to have 
one of your tantrums ; well, you can have it all by your- 
self." 

Farley rose to leave the room, but his companion placed 
herself between him and the door. 

''Wait,*' she said, in a strange, hard tone. 

"What's the matter with you to-night ?" demanded Far- 
ley. **Have you gone crazy?" 

"Perhaps. At any rate, I will compel you to listen 
to me." 

"You will compel me?" sneered the man. "And how 
do you propose to do that?" 

"Do you see this?" 

And Miss Hollingsworth opened her hand, revealing a 
small cylindrical object. 

"What is it?" asked Farley, curiously. 

*'Dynarpiite." 

The man recoiled. 
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*' You're joking, Olga.*' 

'*! am not. There is enough of the explosive here to 
tear this house to pieces." 

*' Where did you get it? What are you going to do 
with it?'' 

"Never mind where I got it. As for what I am going 
to do with it, that you will learn very soon. Now, Jack 
Farky, will you Hstrai to me?" 

"Yes, yes; but give me that stuff, Olga." 

*'Sit down.'' 

Farley obeyed, with a very pale face. 

*^Well, what is it?" he asked. 

**We are going to have a settlement at last. You no 
.longer love me^ Jack Farley." 

''Nonsense, Olga, You know " 

*'I know that I am speaking the truth. You have 
thought me merely the creature of your will; I have let 
you think so, I have borne your indignities patiently " 

*'What indignities?" interrupted Farley. '1 don't know 
what you are talking about." 

**Was it not an indignity to almost force me to assist 
you in abducting my rival?" 

"Your rival I Nonsense I" 

"This girl has supplanted me in your affections." 

"This is folly, I only did what I have to revenge my- 
self on that kid, Allston, the girl's brother." 

*Tt is a lie, and T know it. But all will soon be over 
now." 

"What do you mean?" 
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"Just what I say, Jack Farley." 

"What are you going to do?'' 

''Explode this dynamite, and end all at once. Jack, in 
two minutes you, she and I will be in eternity !" 

**Are you stark, staring mad? - Give me that stuff!" 

The woman laughed wildly, 

"No, the hour has come!" she cried. 

She lifted the cylinder above her head, with the evi- 
dent intention of hurling it to the hard wood floor. 

But at that instant her arm was seized and the dynamite 
forced from her hand. 

"You have saved at least twenty lives !" gasped Farley, 
sinking, pale and trembling, into a chair. 

"Where is my sister ?" demanded Al Allston — for the 
newcomer was he — paying no attention to his enemy's 
words. 

"She shall be restored to you," said Farley, who was 
thoroughly sobered by the shock. 

"She shall not," cried the woman. "She shall not leave 
this house alive!" 

It was plain to Al that Miss Hollingsworth was mentally 
deranged, and not wholly responsible for her conduct and 
words. 

"Where is she?" he repeated. 

"She is asleep in yonder room," said Farley, pointing 
to a door at the farther end of the drawing room. "Take 
her with you and go." 

The plotter seemed entirely unnerved ; he was ready to 
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surrender at once and without protest all that for which he 
i^ad schemed so long. 

The boy advanced toward the apartment designated, 
Miss Hollings worth made no attempt to detain him as he 
passed her ; but there was a strange, meanings smile on her 
face, the significance of which our hero did not cnnipre- 
bend. 

He entered the adjoining room. His sister lay upon 
tbe bed, fully dressed and apparently asleep. He was 
about to lift her in his arms when there came from the 
Cither room a strange, wild peal of laughter* It was inime- 
lUately followed by a terrific explosion. 

Al was thrown to the floor, half stunned by the shock. 

In a few moments he had risen. The wall separating 
the two rooms was partially destroyed ; the drawing room 
^vas in flames, there was no possibility of escape in that 
direction. 

The boy rushed to the window and threw it open. 

An exclamation burst from his lips; there was a fire 
escape outside. 

He lifted the still unconscious girl in his arms, and a 
moment later he had begun the perilous descent of the 
^rail iron ladder. 

It w^as made in safety; in a few moments AI had de- 
■jsited the girl in a carriage which had been in waiting for 
iiim. 

By this time, early as was the hour, the street was 
thronged with people, attracted by the terrific explosion. 

The upper part of the house was in flames, ±he fire 
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escape was now crowded, and the half-dressed tenants oi 
the building were rushing out, panic-stricken, from the va- 
rious exits. 

Al was fortunate enough to attract but little atten- 
tion; five minutes later he and his sister were in a place 
of safety. 

His sudden appearance on the scene may be briefly ex- 
plained. 

The hack driver, Tim Story, had given him the card 
w^hich he had received from Farley, and Al had lost no 
time in going to the address given. 

In their excitement Farley and his companion had left 
the outer door of their flat unfastened, and the boy had 
been able to effect an entrance without difficulty. As h^d 
happened more than once before in his life, his natural 
energy and push had been supplemented by good luck. 

A physician, whom Al at once summoned, gave it as his 
opinion that Gladys was under the influence of an opiate, 
but that in all probability there was no danger of serious 
results from the adventure. • 



dbyGoogk 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

AND LAST. 

It was nearly ten o'clock that morning when the girl 
awoke from her stupor; and, to Al's intense relief, she 
seemed none the worse for her experience. 

All sh^ could remember of the events of the previous 
night was that she had been forced to enter the carriage 
at the stage door of the Rockton Theater, and that as 
soon as she was inside the vehicle a handkerchief saturated 
with some drug — chloroform, she believed — had been 
pressed to her nostrils. Then she lost all consciousness of 
her surroundings. 

She had no recollection whatever of the journey to 
New York, or of any of the subsequent events. 

The afternoon papers contained exciting accounts of 
the explosion. Al had unreservedly given the police all 
the facts in the case; and in the hands of the reporters 
the story lost nothing. 

The building had been saved from total destruction by 
the efforts of the firemen, and it was known that no lives 
had been lost, except those of Miss Hollingsworth and 
Jack Farley; it seemed certain that they must have per- 
ished. It was found that the former had premeditated 
her horrible crime, and had prepared for emergencies; 
she had, on the previous day, supplied herself with no less 
than half a dozen of the dynamite cylinders, so that the 
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loss of the one which Al had taken from her was no 
obstacle to the accomplishment of her plan. 

Once more Al was the hero of the hour. When he re- 
joined Mr. Wattles, two days after the events we have just 
related, he was met at the station by a crowd of citizens, 
who unhitched the horses from the carriage that was in 
waiting for him and his sister, and insisted upon dragging 
the vehicle to the hotel, much to the embarrassment of 
the two young people. ^ 

Al suspected Mr. Wattles to be the instigator of this 
proceeding, and accused him of having incited the populace 
to behave as they had. 

"What is the matter with you?" the old gendeman 
asked. **Such a tribute of admiration would turn the 
head of almost anyone, but you kick about it." / 

''Didn't you w^ork up the demonstration?" persisted Al. 

"Suppose I did?" ^ 

''Well, don't do it again." 

"I shan't have to. IVe set the ball rolling, and the 
chances are that something of the sort will happen at 
every town we visit during the next two weeks." 

Al groaned. 

"I believe I'll throw up the job," he said, half in jest, 
and half in earnest. 

"Well, I believe you won't," said the manager^ very 
much in earnest. "You're just the sort of agent I want 
Why, you can't help having adventures and getting into 
the papers." 

"That sort of thing won't last forever." 

digitized by Google ' 



And Last. 195 

"I suppose not; but, when you cease to be a popular 
hero, I think I can trust to your good judgment and busi- 
ness ability to manage things. Throw up the job! I 
should say not ! I couldn't get along without you. And, 
besides, if you left me, your sister would go, too." 

"That need not necessarily .follow." 

"She would go; and I tell you I could not get along 
without her, either." 

Mr. Wattles always spoke of Miss March with an awk- 
ward, embarrassed air that puzzled Al. 

"But, of course,'' he continued, hastily, "you do not 
mean what you said. Remember, you promised me " 

"I never went back on my word yet," interrupted Al, 
"and I shall not now. But I wish these public demon- 
strations would cease. They seem to me ridiculous, and 
they annoy me a good deal more than you seem to think." 

"Well, you are the queerest press agent I ever struck," 
said the manager. "However, I guess you won't be much 
bothered — after to-night." 

"Eh?" cried Al. "After to-night? What do you mean 
by that? What is to be done to-night?" 

"Oh^ nothing in particular. I ought not to have men- 
tioned it." 

"Yes, you ought. Come, out with it!" 

"Well, I suppose I may as well. The fact is, the citi- 
zens of this place have decided to " 

"Not another speech-making affair at the theater?" in- 
terrupted the boy, in horrified accents. 

"Well," blurted out Mr. Wattles, "that's just it." 
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''I shan't be here. You know I've got to go ahead 10 
tlie next town this afternoon." 

*'(3h, no, you haven't," smiled the old gentleman. "The 
fact is, the sale is so big that I have felt justified in 
canceling the next two towns, and we are to stay here 
the remainder of the week. There's no getting out of it, 
luy boy ; the thing has got to come off, and this time you 
will have to make a speech." 

At first Al would not hear of this, and declared that he 
would start for home. But he at last allowed his com- 
panion's eloquence to overcome his objections, and agreed 
to remain. 

How he dreaded the ordeal no one but he ever knew, 
but he made up his mind that, as he put it to himself, he 
would *'see the thing through." He prepared a brief 
speech, which he memorized, and which he hoped to be 
able to deliver without breaking down. 

Evening came only too soon, and Al, arrayed in a new 
dress suit, awaited the inevitable call for his appearance. 
Everything *had been ''cut and dried," and he knew that 
there was no escape. 

At the end of the first act of the play there arose a shout, 
'^Allston! Allston!" 

"Go on, my boy," said Mr. Wattles, who, with his 
protege stood upon the stage, just behind the curtain. 
"What are you trembling for ? This ought to be the 
proudest moment of your life." 

With these words he fairly pushed the boy before the 
audience. 
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Then arose a whirlwind of applause. When it had sub- 
sided, Al tried to begin his speech. But to bis utter con- 
sternation, he found that he had forgotten every word 
of it. 

But he was not, after all, obliged to deliver it. As he 
stood, trying to remember at least one word of the care- 
fully prepared effort, a man suddenly advanced from the 
rear: of one of the proscenium boxes, leveled a pistol at the 
boy's head and fired. 

The bullet whistled past AFs ear, but did not graze it. 
The next mxoment the would-be assassin was struggling in 
the hands of the other occupants of the box. He managed 
to free himself; then came another report, and the next 
moment Jack Farley lay dead on the floor of the box, a 
suicide. 

How he had escaped from the doom with which he 
had been threatened on the previous night, how he had 
succeeded in entering the theater without attracting at- 
tention, will never be known. 

AFs speech was forgotten in the excitement, and he was 
not obliged to make it, after all. 



In a few weeks Al ceased to be a popular idol, but he 
was daily learning new "points*' and becoming more and 
more valuable to his employer ; he was already recognized 
as one of the briL^htcst adA^ance agents on the road. 

One m.orning, about two months after the tragedy that 
we have just recorded, his sister came to him and said : 
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"Al, I have a favor to ask of you. \yill you grant it?" 

"I promise in advance/' v^as the prompt reply. 

"Then congratulate me." 

**On what?" 

*'I am going to be married." 

"Married !" gasped the boy. "To whom ?" 

*To Mr. Wattles." 

*'You're joking." 

'Tndeed, I am not!" 

"Why, he is forty years your senior." 

**He is a good, true man, and I love him; that's enough 
for me." 

"Then it is enough for me, too, sister," was Al's quick 
reply, "and I do heartily congratulate you." 

We need add but a few words. The marriage proved a 

most happy one, and Mrs. Wattles — whose real name we 

should give, if we were permitted — is now one of the most 

popular actresses and most estimable ladies on the Ameri- 

'can stage. 

Al is now no longer an advance agent, iDut a manager. 
He is rapidly making a fortune ; and, what is better, has 
earned a reputation for integrity and uprightness second 
to that of none in his business. 

THE END. 
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best works of Oliver Optic, another author whose entire life was devoted to 
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864 — ^Aaotlier Excellent Story hj Horatio Alger, Jr. 

263 — Mr. Midshipman Easy By Captain Marryat 

262 — ^Frank Herriwell's Vacation. . .By Burt L. Standish 
261 — ^The Pilot .By J. Fenimorc Cooper 
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260 — One of Horatio Alger's Best Stories* 

259— Sword and Pen By Henry Harrison Lewis 

258 — ^Frank Herriwell In Camp... By Bnrt L. Standish 
257 — ^Jerry. By Walter Aimwell 

To be Published Dtinng April 

256 — The Young Ranchman By Lieut. Lounsberry 

255 — Captain Bayley's Heir By G. A. Henty 

254 — ^Frank Merriwell's Loyally. . . .By Burt X. Standish 

253 — ^The Water Witch By J. Fenimore Cooper 

252— Lnke Walton By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

251 — ^Frank Merriweirs Danger. . . .By Burt L. Standish 

250 — Neka, the Boy Conjurer By Capt. Ralph Bonehill 

249 — The Young Bridge Tender By Arthur M. Winfield 

248 — ^The West Point Boys.. By Lieut. Frederick Garrison,U.S.A. 

247 — ^Frank Herriwell's Secret By Burt L. Standish 
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246 — Rob Ranger's Cowboy Days.. By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberrj 

245 — The Red Rover By J. Fenimore Coopti 

244 — Frank Merriweirs Ectnm to Yale, 

By Burt tu Standisb 
243 — Adrift in New York By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

242 — The Rival Canoe Boys By St. George Rathbomc 

241 — The Tour of the Zero Club By Capt. R. Bonehii: 

240 — ^Frank Merriwell's Champions. .By Bnrt L. Standisb 

239 — The Two Admirals By J. Fenimore Cooper 

238 — A Cadet's Honor By Lieut. Fred'k Garrison, U. S. A 

237— Frank Merriwell's Skill By Burt L. Standisb 

236 — Rob Ranger's Mine By Lieut Lounsberry 

235 — The Young Carthaginian By G. A. Henty 

234— The Store Boy By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

233— Frank MerriwelPs Athletes By Burt I. Standisb 

232 — The Valley of Mystery .By Henry Harrison Lewis 

231 — Paddling Under Palmettos By St. George Rathbomc 

230— Off for West Point By Lieut. Fred'k Garrison, U. S. A 

229 — Frank Merriwell's Daring '.By Burt L. Standisb 

228 — The Cash Boy. . ! By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

227 — In Freedom's Cause By G. A. Henty 

226 — Tom Havens With the White Sfluadron, 

By Lieut. James K. Orton 

225 — Frank MerriwelPs Courage By Burt L. Standisb 

224 — Yankee Boys in Japan By Henry Harrison Lewis 

223 — In Fort and Prison By William Murray Graydon 

222 — A West Point Treasure, 

By Lieut. Frederick Garrison, U. S. A. 
221— The Young Outlaw By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

220 — The Gulf Cruisers By St. George Rathbome 

219 — Tom Truxton's Ocean Trip By Lieut. Lounsberry 

218 — Tom Truxton's School Days By Lieut. Lounsberry 

217 — Frank MerriwelPs Bicycle Tour. By Burt L. Standisb 

216 — Cam{)aigning With Braddock By Wm. Murray Graydon 

215— With Clive in India By G. A. Heniy 

214 — On Guard By Lieut. Frederick Garrison, U. S. A 

213 — Frank MerriwelPs Races. . By Burt L. Standisb 

212— Julius, the Street Boy By Horatio Alger, Jr. 
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211 — Buck Badger's Ranch By Russell Williams 

210 — Sturdy and Strong By G. A. Hcnty 

209 — Frank Merriweirs Sports Afield. By Burt L. Standish 
2o8 — The Treasure of the Golden Crater, 

By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 

207 — Shifting Winds By St. George Rathborne 

206 — Jungles and Traitors By Wm. Murray Graydon 

206— Frank Merriwell at Tale By Burt L. Standish 

204 — Under Drake's Flag By G. A. Henty 

203 — ^Last Chance Mine .By Lieut. James K. Orton 

202 — ^Bisen From the Banks By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

201 — ^Frank Merriwell in Europe By Burt L. Standish 

200 — ^The Fight for a Pennant By Frank Merriwell 

199 — ^The Golden Caiion By G. A. Henty 

198— Only an Irish Boy By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

197 — ^Frank Merriweirs Hunting Tour, 

By Burt L. Standish 

196 — Zip, the Acrobat By Victor St. Clair 

195 — The Lion of the North By G. A. Henty 

i94--^The White Mustang By Edward S. Ellis 

193 — ^Frank MerriwelFs Bravery By Burt L. Standish 

192 — Tom, the Bootblack By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

191 — The Rivals of the Diamond By Russell Williams 

190 — The Cat of Bubastes By G. A. Hcnty 

189 — ^Frank Merriwell Down South. .By Burt L. Standish 

188 — From Street to Mansion By Frank H. Stauffer 

187 — Bound to Rise By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

186— On the Trail of Geronimo By Edward S. Ellis 

185— For the Temple By G. A. Henty 

184 — ^Frank Merriweirs Trip West. .By Burt L. Standish 

183 — The Diamond Hunters By James Grant 

182 — The Camp in the Snow By William Murray Graydon 

181 — Brave and Bold By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

180— One of the 28th By G. A. Henty 

179— The Land of Mystery By Edward S. Ellis 

178 — ^Frank MerriwelFs Foes By Burt L. Standish 

177— The White Elephant By William Dalton 

176— By England's Aid .By G. A. Henty 
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175 — Strive and Succeed By Horatio Algrer, It." 

174— Golden Rock By Edward S. Ellis) 

173 — Life at Sea By Gordon Stables ' 

172 — The Young Midshipman By G. A. Henty 

171 — Erling the Bold By R. M. Baflantyne 

170 — Strong and Steady By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

169—Peter, the Whaler By W. EL G. Kingston 

168 — Among Malay Pirates.. By G. A. H«3ty 

167 — ^Frank Merriwell's Chums By Burt L. Standish 

166 — Try and Trust ^. . . . By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

165— The Secret Chart By Lieut James K. OrUm 

164 — The Cornet of Horse .>.. By G. A. H^tj 

163 — Slow and Sure By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

162 — The Pioneers By J. F. Cooper 

161 — Reuben Green's Adventures By Janics Otis 

160 — little py Little By Oliver Optic 

159 — ^Phil^ the Fiddler By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

J58— With Lee in Virginia By G. A. Henty 

157 — Randy, the Pilot By Lieut Lionel Loun sherry 

156— The Pathfinder By J. F. Cooper 

155 — The Young Voyagers By Capt Mayne Reid 

154 — ^Paul, the Peddler By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

153— Bonnie Prince Charlie By G. A. Henty 

152 — The Last of the Mohicans By J. Fenimore Cooper 

151 — The Flag of Distress By Capt Mayne Reid 

160 — TTBJLk MerriwelPs Schooldays. .By Burt L. Stan£A 

149— With Wolfe in Canada By G. A. Henty 

148— The Deerslayer By J. F. Cooper 

147— The Cliff Climbers By Capt Mayne Reid 

146— Uncle Nat By A. CHdfellow 

145 — Friends Though Divided By G. A. Henty 

144 — The Boy Tar By Capt Mayne Reid 

143 — Hendricks, the Hunter By W. H. G. Kingston 

14:2 — The Yoimrr Explorer By Gordon StaWes 

14T — Ocean Waifs By Capt. Mayne Reid 

140 — The Yonn.fT Bnr^lcrs .By G. A. Henty 

139 — Shore and Ocean By W. HL G. Kingston 

138 — Striving for Fortune By Horatio Alger, /Ji. 

137— The Bush Boys By Capt Mayne Add 
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13^ — From Pole to Pole :By Gordon Stables 

13^— Dick Cheveley By W. H. G. Kingston 

134 — Orange and Green By G. A. Henty 

133 — The Young Yagers By Capt. Mayne Reid 

132 — ^The Adventures of Rob Roy By James Grant 

131 — The Boy Slaves By Capt. Mayne Reid 

130 — From Canal Boy to President. By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

129 — Ran Away to Sea By Capt. Mayne Reid 

128 — For Name and Fame By G. A. Henty 

127 — ^The Forest Exiles. By Capt Mayne Reid 

126 — From Powder Monkey to Admiral . . By W. H. G. Kingston 

125 — Tlie Plant Hunters By Capt, Mayne Reid 

124 — St. George for England By G. A. Henty 

123 — The Giraflfe Hunl^rs. By Capt Mayne Reid 

122 — ^Tom Brace By Horatio Aigtr, Jr. 

ifi — Peter Trawl By W. H. G. Kingston 

12Q — In the Wilds of New Mexico By G. Man vi lie Fenn 

119 — ^A Final Reckoning By G. A. Henty 

118 — Ned NewtoBL By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

117 — ^James Braithwaite, The Supercargo. .By W. H. G. Kingston 

116 — ^H^)py-<jo-Lucky Jack By Frank H. Converse 

115 — The Adventures of a Young Athlete.. By Matthew White, Jr. 

114 — The Old Man of the Mountains By George H. Coomer 

113 — The Bravest of the Brave By G. A. Henty 

112 — ^20,000 Leagues Under the Sea By Jules Verne 

III — The Midshipman, Marmaduke Merry, By W. H. G. Kingston 

no — Around the World in Eighty Days By Jules Verne 

109 — A Dash to the Pole By Herbert D. Ward 

106 — Texar*s Revenge By Jules Verne 

107 — Van; or, In Search of an Unknown Race, 

By Frank H. Converse 

106 — The Boy Knight By George A. Henty 

105 — The Young Actor By Gayle Winterton 

104 — Heir to a Million By Frank H. Converse 

103 — The Adventures of Rex Staunton By Mary A. Denison 

102 — ^Clearing His Name "... .By Matthew White, Jr. 

loi — The Lone Ranch By Capt. Mayne Reid 

100 — Maori and Settler By George A. Henty 

99 — The Cruise of the Restless; or. On Inland Waterways, 

By James Otis 

98 — The Grand Chaco By George Manville Fenn 

97 — The Giant Islanders By Brooks McCormick 

96 — ^An Unprovoked Mutiny By James Otis 

95— By Sheer Pluck By G. A. Henty 

94 — Oscar; or, The Boy Who Had His Own Way, 

By Walter Aimwell 
93 — ^A Hew York Boy .By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

92 — Spectre Gold By Headen Hill 

91 — The Crusoes of Guiana By Louis Boussenard 

90— Out on the Pampas By G. A. Henty 



dbyGoOgk 



THE MEDAL LIBRARY 



89 — Clinton; or, Boy Life in the Country.. By Walter Aimwcli 
88 — My Mysterious Fortune By Matthew White, Jr 

87— The Five Hundred Dollar Check, 

By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

86 — Catmur's Cave By Richard Dowling 

85 — Facing Death By G. A. Henty 

84 — The Butcher of Cawnpore . . . By William Murray Graydon 

83 — The Tiger Prince By William Dalton 

82 — The Young Editor By Matthew White, Jr. 

81— Arthur Helmuth, of the H. & N. C Railway, 

By Edward S. Ellis 

80 — Afloat in the Forest By Capt. Mayne Reid 

79 — The Rival Battalions By Brooks McCormick 

78 — Both Sides of the Continent. . .fiy Horatio Alger, Jr. 

jy — The Perils of the Jungle By Edward S. E^ 

76— The War Tiger; or, The Conquest of China, 

By William Dalton 

75 — The Boys in the Forecastle By George H. Coomei" 

74 — The Dingo Boys By George Manville Fenn 

73— The Wolf Boy of China ..By William Dalton 

72 — The Way to.Success; or, Tom Randall. By Alfred Oldfellow 
71 — Mark Seaworth's Voyage on the Indian Ocean, 

By William H. G. Kingston 
70 — The New and Amusing History of Sandford and Merton, 

By F. C. Bumand 

69 — Pirate Island %^By Harry Collingwood 

68 — Smuggler's Cave .By Annie Asnmorc 

()7 — Tom Brown's School Days .By Thomas Hughes 

66— A Young Vagabond By Z. R. Bfeni^ett 

65 — That Treasure By Frank H. Converse 

64 — The Tour of a Private Car By Matthew White, Jr. 

63 — In the Sunk Lands By Walter F. Bruns 

62 — How He Won By Brooks McCormick 

61— The Erie Train Boy By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

60 — The Mountain Cave By George H. Coomer 

50 — The Raiah's Fortress By William Murray Qraydon 

58— Gilbert, The Trapper By Capt. C B. Ashley 

^y — The Gold of Flat Top Mountain By Frank H. Converse 

56 — Nature's Young Noblemen By Brooks McCormick 

55 — A Voyage to the Gold Coast By Frank H. Converse 

54 — Joe Nichols; or, Difficulties Overcome. By Alfred Oldfellow 
53 — Adventures of a New York Telegraph Boy, 

By Horatio Alger, Jr. 
52 — From Farm Boy to Senator. .By Horatio Alger, Jr.- 

51 — Tom Tracy By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

fO — Dean Dunham By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

40— The Mvsicry of a Diamond By Frank H. Converse 

48— Luke Rmnctt's Hide-Out. .By Capt. C. B. Ashley.U.S.ScoiU 
47— Enc Dane. By Matthew White, Jr. 
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46— Poor and Proud By Oliver Optic 

45 — Jack Wheeler; A Western Story. By Capt David Southwick 

44 — The Golden Magnet By George Manville Fenn 

43 — In Southern Seas By Frank H. Converse 

42 — The Young Acrobat By Horatio Alger, Jr. 

4i--Check 2134 By Edward S. Ellis 

40— iCanoe and Campfire By St. George Rathbome 

39— With Boer and Britisher in the Transvaal, 

By William Murray Graydon 

38 — Gay Dashleigh's Academy Days By Arthur Sewall 

37 — Commodore Junk By George Manville Fcnn 

36— In Barracks and Wigwam By William Murray Graydon 

35 — In the Reign of Terror • By G. A. Henty 

34 — The Adventures of Mr. Verdant Green, 

By Cuthbert Bede, B. A. 

33 — ^Jud and Joe, Printers and Publishers By Gilbert Patten 

32 — The Curse of Carnes' Hold By G. A. Henty 

31 — The Cruise of the Snow Bird By Gordon Stables 

30 — Peter Simple By Captain Marryat 

2^— True to the Old Flag By G. A. Henty 

2&— The Boy Boomers By Gilbert Patten 

27 — Centre-Board Jim By Lient. Lionel Lounsberry 

26 — The Cryptogram By William Murray Graydon 

25— Through the Fray By G. A. Henty 

24— The Boy From the West By Gilbert Patten 

21 — The Dragon and the Raven By G. A": Henty 

22 — From Lake to Wilderness By William Murray Graydon 

21 — Won at West Point By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 

20 — Wheeling for Fortune By James Otis 

19 — Jack Archer By G. A. Henty 

18— The Silver Ship By Leon Lewis 

17 — Ensign Merrill By Lient. Lionel Loimsberry 

16 — The White King of Africa By William Murray Graydon 

15 — Midshipman Merrill By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 

14— The Young Colonists By G. A. Henty 

13— Up the Ladder By Lieut Murray 

i2-«-Don Kirk's Mine By Gilbert Patten 

II — From Tent to White House By Edward S. Ellis 

10— Den Kirk, the Boy Cattle King By Gilbert Patten 

9— Try Again By Oliver Optic 

8 — Kit Carey's Protege By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 

7— -Chased Through Norway By James Otis 

6 — Captain Carey of the Gallant Seventh, 

By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 

6 — ^Now or Never By Oliver Optic 

4 — Lieutenant Carey's Luck By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 

3— All Aboard By Oliver Optic 

^— Cadet Kit Carey By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 

1— The Boat Clnb. By Oliver Optic 
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titles. They will not oidy please and interest you, but will give yoa a cfear 
insight into the methods of the various classes of criminals. 



To be Published Dtiringf Jtmt 

348— The Mystic Diagram By Nicholas Qrter 

347— A Queen of Blackmailers By the author of "Seth Hunt" 

346— The Cab Driver's Secret By Nicholas Car^r 

345— The Deed of a Night By the authop of ""Nat T^r" 

344--Against Desperate Odds By NrchoTas Orter 

To be Published Duringf Hay 

343— The Stolen Jewels By *'QM Spicer" 

342— The Secret Panel By Nicholas Carter 

341— Tviro Conspirators By the author of "Setk Hunt'* 

340— The Criminal Link By Nicholas. Carter 

To be Published Duringf Apfil 

339— The Confession of a Thug.. By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

33S--The Wizard of the Cue By Nicholas Carter 

337— The Palace of Chance By "Old Spicer" 

336— Driven From Cover By Nicholas Cartser 

335— The Woman in Red By Scott Campbell 

334— Beyond' Pursuit By Nicholas Carter 

333— A Question of Evidence By "Old Spicer" 

332— The Certified Check By Nicholas Carter 

331— A Secret Suspicion By the author of "Seth Hunt" 
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330 — The Toss of a Penny By Nicholas Carter 

329 — The Price of Protection By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

328 — A Detective's Theory By Nicholas Carter 

327— The Tattooed Wrist r.By "Old Spicer" 

326 — A Bundle of Clews By Nicholas Carter 

325— The Cross in the Dust By the author of "Seth Hunt" 

3^— The Hot Air Clew By Nicholas Carter 

323 — Sherlock Holmes. Vol. H By A. Conan Doyle 

322— Sherlock Hohnes. Vol. I By A. Conan Doyle 

321 — The Missing Bullet... By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

320 — The Cloak of Guilt By Nicholas Carter 

319 — Tightening ihe Coils By "Old Spicer" 

318 — The Cashier's Secret By Nicholas Carter 

317 — A Midnight Vigil By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

316 — Circumstantial Evidence By Nicholas Carter 

315 — In the Shadow By "Old Spicer" 

314 — The Barrel Mystery By Nicholas Carter 

313 — Cunning Against Force , By Tom Steele 

312 — Heard in the Dark By Nicholas Carter 

311 — ^A Transatlantic Puzzle By the author of "Seth Hunt" 

310— The Crown Diamond ' By Nicholas Carter 

309— The Power of a Villain By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

3C^ — The Photographer's Evidence By Nicholas Carter 

307 — ^A Desperate Game. By "Old Spicer" 

306 — The Ring of Dust By Nicholas Carter 

305 — The Telltale Tattoo By Jack Sharpe 

304 — The Twin Mystery By Nicholas Carter 

303 — The Branded Hand By the author of "Seth Hunt" 

302 — Under False Colors By Nicholas Carter 

301 — The Wall Street Swindlers By Jack Sharpe 

300 — A Blow for Vengeance By Nicholas Carter 

299 — The Sleeping Eye By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

298 — ^A Masterpiece of Crirne ..By Nicholas Carter 

297— The Shadow of Guilt.' ....By "Old Spicer" 

296 — The Guilty Governor By Nicholas Carter 

295— Tracked by a Pin By Richard Hackstaff 

294 — The Blood- Red Badge By Nicholas Carter 

293 — On the Stroke of Midnight.. By the author of "Seth Hunt" 

292 — A Great Conspiracy By Nicholas Carter 

291 — In Terror's Grasp By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

2'^-o — The Hole in the Vault By Nicholas Carter 
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2% The Crippled Hand By Frederick S. Stewart 

288— The Council of Death By Nicholas Carter 

287— A Dead Witness • ...-By "Old Spicer" 

286— A Bonded Villain By Nicholas Carter 

i'Ss—A Rascal's Nerve By the author of "Seth Hunt" 

284 — A Blackmailer's Bluff By Nicholas Carter 

283— The Crimson Glove By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

2S2 — A Race Track Gamble By Nicholas Carter 

281 — The Stroke of a Knife By Burnham F. Mason 

2S0 — The Seal of Death By Nicholas Garter 

279 — On the Brink of Ruin '. By "Old Spicer" 

278 — A Sharper's Downfall By Nicholas Carter 

277— An Eye for an Eye By the author of "Seth Hunt" 

276-^A Checkmated Scoundrel By Nicholas Carter 

275— The Banker's Millions By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

274— Paid With Death By Nicholas Carter 

273 — The Rogue With a Past By Robert Wesley 

272 — The Chain of Evidence By Nicholas Carter 

271 — A High-Class Swindler By "Old Spicer" 

270 — The Fatal Prescription By Nicholas Carter 

269— The Man Who Knew By the author of "Seth Hunt" 

268 — Hounded to Death By Nicholas Carter 

267 — An Unfortunate Rogue By the author of "Nat Tyler" 

266 — A Stroke of Policy By Nicholas Carter 

26s— The Three Finger Marks By "Old Spicer" 

264 — Two Villains in One By Nicholas Carter. 

263 — The Loaded Orange By. Gilbert Jerome. 

262 — A False Combination By Nicholas Carter. 

261— A Matter of Thousands By the author of "Old Spicer" 

260— At the Knife's Point By Nicholas Carter. 

259 — The Band of Mystery .By Maro O. Rolfe 

258— Man Against Man By Nicholas Carter. 

^57 — The Man Who Made Diamonds. By the author of Nat Tyler 

256— The Vial of Death By Nicholas Carter. 

255— The Sport of Fate By the author of "Old Spicer " 

254 — Behind a Mask By Nicholas Carter. 

253— The Fatal Request By A. L. Harrh. 

252— The Man and His Price By Nicholas Carter. 

251— The Nine of Hearts By B. L. Farjecn. 

250— A Dmiblc-Handed Game By Nicholas Carter. 
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249— Old Stonewall, Detective By Judson R. Taylor. 

248 — The Toss of a Coin : By Nicholas Carter. 

247 — The Results of a Duel By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 

246 — Nick Carter's Death Warrant By Nicholas Carter. 

245 — A Victim of Villainy .By F. L. Broughlon. 

244 — A Trusted Rogue By Nicholas Cirlc r. 

243 — The Man and the Crime .By Harry Rockwood. 

242 — Run to Earth By Nicholas Carter. 

241 — From Thief to Detective By Fergus Hume. 

240 — Weaving the Web By Nicholas Carter. 

239 — The Man from the South By Judson R. Taylor. 

238 — The Claws of the Tiger By Nicholas Carter. 

22i7 — A Kidnapped Millionaire By Richard A. Wainwright. 

236 — A Move in the Dark By Nicholas Carter. 

235 — True Detective Tales By Maurice Mcser. 

234 — The Telltale Photographs By Nicholas Carter. 

233 — The Secret of the Missing Checks.... By Harry Rockwood. 

232 — The Red Signal By Nicholas Carter. 

231 — The Crime of the Golden Gully By Gilbert Rock. 

230 — A Race for Ten Thousand By Nicholas Carter. 

229 — The Dexter Bank Robbery By Harry Rockwood. 

228 — A Syndicate of Rascals By Nicholas Carter. 

227-r-From Clew to Climax By Will N. Harbcn. 

226— A Deal in Diamonds .By Nicholas Carter. 

225 — Tracked by Fate : . By Fergus Hume. 

224 — Played to a Finish By Nicholas Carter. 

223 — Found Dead By Hero Strong. 

222 — A Prince of Roe:ues By Nicholas Carter. 

221 — Other People's Money By Emile Gaborinn. 

;220 — The Dumb Witness, and Other Stories. .By Nicholas Carter. 

219 — A Hidden Clew By Ernest De Lancey Picrson. 

218 — The Man from London By Nicholas Carter. 

217 — Baron Trij?ault*s Vengeance By Emile Gaboriau. 

2t6 — T'he Count's Millions By Emile Gaboriar. 

21=; — The Seal of Silence By Nicholas Carter. 

214 — The Missing Cashier By Ernest De Lancey Pierson. 

213 — Millions at Stake, and Other Stories... By Nicholas Carter. 

212 — A Mystery Still By Fortune Du Boiscrobey. 

21T — Tn Letters of Fire By Nicholas Carter. 

2TO — An Excellent Knave Bv J. F. Moll-y. 

200 — A Trinle Crime By Nicholas Carter. 

208 — The Condemned Door By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 

207 — The Blow of a Hammer, and Other Stories, 

By Nicholas Carter. 
206 — The Portland Place Mystery. .By Ernest De Lancey Piorson. 

20^ — A Boffus Clew By Nicholis Carter. 

20^. — Hunted Do^m By Richard Ashton Wainwright. 

20.-^ — The PnVp r>f -^ ^^^-^r-^ By Nicholas Carter. 

202 — The Ladv of the LiHcs Bv Ernest De Lancev Pi<"rson. 

20T — The Steel Ca<;ket. and Other Stories.. ..By Ni^'holns Carter. 
200 — Detective Aorainst Detective By Donald J. McKenzie. 
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190— The Man at the Window By Nicholas Carter. 

i,^*;^ — Stairs of Sand By Ernest De Laiicey Picrson. 

197— The Coleraine Tragedy By Eugene T. Sawyer. 

196 — The Queen of Knaves, and Other Stories, 

By Nicholas Carter. 

195— Sealed Lips By Scott CanQ)beIl. 

194— The Tiger's Head Mystery , By Eugene T. Sawyer. 

i(j3_The Missing Cotton King By Nicholas Carter. 

192— A Dangerous Quest By Ernest De Lancey Pierson. 

iQi— The Murray Hill Mystery By Nicholas Carter. 

K^o — The Fate of Austin Craige By Scott Canu)belL 

iS(,H-The Man of Mystery By Nicholas Carter. 

188— A Strike of Millions By Eugene T. Sawyer. 

1S7— The Wall Street Wonder By Donald J. McKenzie, 

i^5_A Desperate Chance By Nicholas Carter. 

1X5— A Supernatural Clew By Scott Campbell. 

184— The Secret of the Diamond. . .By Ernest De Lancey Pierson. 

183— Hands Up By J. H. Bethune. 

i^'2— The Bottle with the Black Label By Nicholas Carter. 

181— The Man Outside By Scott Campbell. 

180— The Watertown Mystery By Harry Rockwood. 

179— Caught at Last By Dick Donovan. 

178— The Handkerchief Clew By Harry Rockwood. 

177— A Scrap of Black Lace By Nicholas Carter. 

i;5_The Tragedy of Ascot Mills By Scott Campbell. 

175— The Secret of the Marionettes By E. De Lancey Pierson. 

174— A Princess of Crime By Nicholas Carter. 

173— The Honor of a Black Sheep By Scott CampbelL 

172 — Linked to Crime By Barclay North (W. C. Hudson). 

i7i_lhe Silent Passenger By Nicholas Carter. 

1 70— 1 he Doctor's Secret By Scott CampbelL 

109— The Black Carnation By Fergus Hume. 

168— Brought to Bay By Nicholas Carter. 

167 — The Links in the Chain By Scott Campbell. 

j(6 — Dr. Villagos By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 

165— Held for Trial By Nicholas Carter. 

164 — The Reporter Detective's Triumph By Scott Campbell. 

163— Phil Scott, the Detective By Judson R. Taylor. 

162— Nick Carter's Star Pupils By Nicholas Carter. 

161— A Plot for Millions By Scott Campbell. 

160 — Harry Williams, New York Detective. .By F. L. Broughton. 

150 — A Framework of Fate By Nicholas Carter. 

15S— The Lion of the Law By Scott Campbell. 

157 — By a Hair's Breadth By Edith Sessions Tupper. 

156 — A Victim of Circumstances. By Nicholas Carter. 

155 — Mrs. Donald Dyke. Detective By Harry Rockwood. 

154 — Driven to the Wall By Scott Campbell. 

153 — Nick Carters Clever Ruse By Nicholas Carter. 

15-^ — Fifteen Detective Stories.. By Police Captains of New York. 

151— The Disappearance of Mr. Derw^ent ". .Bv Thomas Cobb. 

150— Lady Velvet By Nicholas Carter. 
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I49r-A Mystery of the Fast Mail By Byron A\x 

148 — Gipsy Blair, the Western Detective. .. By Judsoii R. Tayl^ 

147 — Nick Carter's Retainer By Nicholas Carlc\ 

146 — The Stevedore Mystery • By Barclay North 

145 — The Railway Detective By Harry Rockvvoud 

144 — The Twelve Wise Men. By Nicholas Carter 

143 — An Exchanged Identity By Fortune Du BoiSfeObcy 

142 — A Seven Days' Mystery By Frederic R. Burton 

141 — Nick Carter Down East. . .By the author of Nicholas Carter 

140 — Detective Reynolds' Hardest Case By Gabriel Macias 

139 — Fritz, the German Detective By Judson R. Taylor 

138 — Crossed Wires By Nicholas Carter 

137 — Donald Dyke, the Yankee Detective ... By Harry Rockwood 

136 — In Peril of His Life By Emile Gaboriau 

135 — The Crime of the French Cafe By Nicholas Carter 

134 — By Whose Hand? By Edith Sessions Tupper, 

13 j — The Piccadilly Puzzle By Fergus Hume, 

1^2 — Nick Carter's Girl Detective By Nicholas Carter, 

131 — The Dugdale Millions By Barclay North, 

130— A Millionaire's Folly : By L. E. Smyles. 

129 — The Man Who Stole Millions By Nicholas Carter. 

12&— The Caruthers Affair .'.By Will N. Harben. 

127 — The Severed Hand. By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 

126 — ^A Game of Craft. By Nicholas Carter. 

125 — The Pom fret Mystery. . . .- By A. D. Vinton. 

124 — The Trail of the Barrow By James Mooncy. 

123 — The Elevated Railroad Mystery ...By Nicholas Carter, 

122 — The Mystery of Orcival By Emile Gaboriau, 

121 — The Man from Manchester By Dick Donovan, 

120 — The Twelve Tin Boxes By Nicholas Carter, 

119 — The Reporter Detective By Donald J. McKenzie, 

J 18 — Old Quartz By Eugene T. Sawyer, 

117 — A Herald Personal By Nicholas Carter 

116 — 520 Per Cent.; or, The Great Frankljn Syndicate, 
115 — The 'Detective Tales of Edgar Allan Poe. 

By Barclay North, 

114 — The Man W^ho Vanished By Nicholas Carter 

113 — The Man with a Thumb By Barclay North, 

ir^ — The Garden Court Mystery By Burford Delannoy, 

III — The Stolen Race Horse .By Nicholas Carter 

no — The Workingman Detective By Donald J. McKenzie 

109 — Blackmail By Harrie Irving Hancock 

108 — Nick Carter's Clever Protege By Nicholas Carter 

I07'^--The Passenger from Scotland Yard. . .' By H. F. Wood. 

106 — Shadowed by a Detective By Virginia Champlin 

105 — A Bite of an Apple By Nicholas Carter 

104 — A Past Master of Crime By Donald J. McKenzie, 

103 — Old Mortality By Young Baxter 

102 — Bruce Angelo, the City Detective By Judson R. Taylor 

lOT — The Stolen Pay Train By Nicholas Carter 

100— The Diamond Button By Barclay North 
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)g — Gideon Drexcl's Millions By Nicholas Carter. 

iqQ9^ — Tom and Jerry By Jiidson R. Taylor. 

I J 97 — l^^e Pu//le of Five Pistols By Nicholas Carter. 

J q6 — No. 13 Rue Marlot By Rene du Pont Jest. 

^ OS — Sealed Orders; or, The Triple Mystery. .By Nicholas Carter. 

94 — Vivicr, of V'^ivier, Longman & Co., Pjankers, 

By Barclay North. 

93 — Adventures of Harrison Keith, Detective, 

By Nicholas Carter. 

92 — Van, the Government Detective By Judson R. Taylor. 

gi — The Great Money Order Swindle By Nicholas Carter. 

00— On the Rack By Barclay North. 

09 — The Detective's Pretty Neighbor By Nicholas Carter. 

HH— The North Walk Mystery By Will N. Harben. 

.S7 — Nick Carter and the Green Goods Men. 

^^6— Brant Adams By Judson R. Taylor. 

Ss- A Dead Man's Grip By Nicholas Carter. 

8}— The Inspector's Puzzle By Charles Matthew. 

S'3 — The Crescent Brotherhood By Nicholas Carter. 

J^'2 — The Masked Detective, By Judson R. Taylor. 

81 — Wanted by Two Clients* By Nicholas Carter. 

80 — I he Poker Kmg By Marline Manley. 

79 — 'J he Sij;n of the Crossed Knives By Nicholas Carter. 

78 — Ihe Chosen Man By Judson R. Taylor. 

J7 — The Van Alstine Case .By Nicholas Carter. 

76 —Face to Face By Donald J. McKenzie. 

"^S — '"he Clever Celestial By Nicholas Carter. 

74--'l"he Twin Detectives By K. F. Hill. 

73— Two Plus Two By Nicholas Carter. 

71 - The Diamond Mine Case By Nicholas Carter. 

70 Little Lightning By Police Captain James. 

0*)-- Detective Bob Bridger By R. M. Taylor. 

r;8— The Double Shuffle Club By Nicholas Carter. 

67— The Mystery of a Madstone By K. F. JHill. 

Ui — 1'he Detective's Clew By O. L. Adams. 

65 — lynmd on the Beach By Nicholas Carter. 

64 — The Red Camellia By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 

63 — 'I lie Chevalier Casse-Cou By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 

6j - A Fair Criminal By Nicholas Carter. 

61— The Maltese Cross By Eugene T. Sawyer. 

f ') -A Chase Around the World By Mariposa Weir. 

- > -A Millionaire Partner By Nicholas Carter. 

"^ -Muertnlma; or. The Poisoned Pin By Mr^rmaduke Dey. 

57 —The Vestibule Limited Mystery By Marline Manley. 

"''- At 'I'^vnnpson's Rnnrh By Ni'-holas Carter. 

5.^— His Great Revenge, Vol. II By Fortune Du Boi.sgobey. 

=;.;— His Great Revenge, Vol. I By Fortune Du Bois^robev. 

"^^'"■^r Arndeni'd Password By Nicholas Cartrr. 

52— The Post Office Detective Bv George W Gord^ 

•"^^"Jt^ l"?^ Huecos Mystery By EujT'^ne T. 'Sawver.. 

50-The Man from India By Nicholas artcTl 
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.\.l} — At Odds with Scotland Yard By Xi'-hol is C-\-nlL^| 

4S — The Great Travers Case liy iJr. xNiark .Mt-rncV^ 

47 — The Mystery of a Hansom Cab* By Fergus I In"^ 

46 — Check No. jyy l^y Nicholas Car 

45 — Old Specie, 'I he Treasury Detective. ... By Marline Man 

44 — The Blue Veil By Fortauie l)u Bois^'obt-y. 

^3 — Amofig the Nihilists By Nicholas Carur. 

j[2 — The Revenue Detective By Police Captain Janes. 

41 — John Needham's Double By Joseph Matt' n. 

40 — The Mountaineer Detective By C. W. Cobb. 

39 — Among the Counterfeiters By Nicholas Carter. 

38 — The Matapan Affair By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 

^y — Th^ Prairie Detective By Leander P. Richardson. 

36— The Crime of the Opera House, Vol. H., 

By F. Du Boisgobcy. 
^ — The Crime of the Opera House, Vol. I., 

By F. Du Boisgcbey. 

34 — The Society Detective By Oscar M ait land. 

33 — The Convict Colonel By Fortune Du T*>oisgobey. 

32 — A Mysterious Case .-. . . Bv K. \\ Hill. 

31 — The Red Lottery Ticket By Fortune Du Boiscfohey. 

30 — The Bag of Diamonds By George Manviile I'cnn. 

29 — The Clique of Gold By Emile (iabnriau. 

28— Under His Thumb By Donald J. McKenzie. 

27 — The Steel Necklace By Fortune Du Bnis<Tohry. 

26 — File No. 1 13 By. Emilc Gnboriau. 

25 — The Detective's Triumph By Emile Gaboriau. 

24 — The Detective's Dilemma By Emile Gaboriau. 

23 — Evidence by Telephone By Nicholas Carter. 

22 — The Champdoce Mystery By Emile Gaborinu. 

21 — A Deposit Vault Puzzle By Nicholas Carter. 

20 — Caught in the Net By Emile Gabnriiu. 

IQ — A Chance Discovery By Nicholas Cart' r. 

iS^-The Gamblers' Syndicate By Nicholas C-^rt' r. 

17 — The Piano Box Mystery By Nicholas CarVr. 

v6 — A Woman's Hand By Nicholas C-^ rt rr. 

15 — The Widow Lerougc By Emile Gahoriiu. 

14 — Caught in the Toils By Nicbolas Carter. 

13 — The Mysterious Mail Robbery By Nicholas Carter. 

12 — Playing a Bold Game By Nicholas Carter. 

II — Fighting Aeaiust Millions By Nicholas Cart'^r. 

10 — The Old Detective's Pupil By Nicholas Carter. 

— A Stolen Identitv By Nichrlas Carter. 

8 — An Australian Klondike By Nicholas Carter. 

7 — The American Marouis Pv Nicholas Carter. 

6— A Wall Street TT-ivl By NiVlu.hs Carter. 

5 — The Crime of a Countess By Nicbolas C-^rter. 

4 — Tracked Across the Atlantic By Nicbolas Car'^r 

3 — A Title<l Conn'erfcitcr By Nicbol-'S C-irter. 

2 — The Great Eni^^ma P»v Nicliolas Carter. 

I — A Klondike Claim By Nicholas Carter 
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The best novels by the most famous 
American and English authors • • • • 

PUBLISHED TWICE EVERY miNTtl 



THE books contsihicrt in this line are of Biich a chataGter as to oammand 
hiKTant atteution from the reucliu^ public. It ifi, nomiually aseriea 
comprising works of love fiction, by the most fauK>UB amd popular 
authors the world has ever known. Among these are the stories by Mra. E. 
P,4^. K. HORthworth, who was oue ot the most prolific and entertaiiiing 
w riters America haH ever produced. We have arranged witSi the Southwortli 
beii"s to publish all Mrs. Soiithworth's best copyrighted stories. Among tbe 
other authors represented are: Mrs. Mary J. Holmes, Louisa Parr, "The 
Duchess," Miss M. E. Braddon. and scores of othei'S whose well-lmowii and 
Interesting stories are most delightful to those who love good reading. 



To be Published Durmg June 

144— The Unloved Wife By Mrs. E. D. E..N. SouthwortliV 

143 — Em's Husband By Mrs. E. D, K N. Southworth^ 

142— Em By Mrs. E. D. E, N. Soutiiwortli 

To be Published During: May 
141— Reunited By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

To be Published Dutin§: April 
140— Gertrude Haddon. . .By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Soutkwor^ 
139 — A Husband's Devotion, 

By Mrs. E. D. E. IT. Sautkworth 

138— The Rejected Bride By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Sotrthworth 

137— Gertrude's Sacrifice By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

136— Only a Girl's Heart By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

135 — The Octoroon By Miss M. E. Braddoa 

134 — Little Nea's Engagement, 

By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Sonihworfh 
133 — Nearest and Dearest, 

By Mrs. E. D. E. N. SouthworUi 
2— In Luck's Way By John Strange Winter^ 
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131 — A Dreadful Temptation By Mrs. Alex. McVeigh Miller 

13O — Built Upon Love By Florence Marryat 

129 — Mollie Darling By Lady Constance Howard 

128 — The Prettiest Woman in Warsaw By Mabel Collins 

127 — The Mistletoe Bough By Miss M. E. Braddon 

126 — Love's Farewell By Florence Marryat 

125— A Bitter Joy By Beatrice May Butt 

124 — An Orphan's Heart iiy Riioda Broughton 

123— The Story of a Sin By Hckn B. Mathers 

122 — ^The Sacred Nugget ^ By B. L. Farjeon 

121 — In Maremma. ^ . . By *'Ouida" « 

120 — A Harvest of Wild Oats By Florence Marryat 

119 — A Loyal Heart By Louisa Parr 

118— To the Bitter End By Miss M. E. Braddon 

117— The Secret of a Birth By Charlotte M. Stanley 

116 — Love's Young Dreaft? By Beatrice M. Butt 

I15--A Wicked Giri : By Mary Cecil Hay 

iL4c~The Fatal Three .By Miss M. E. Braddon 

113 — Belinda's Love Match. , By Rhoda Broughton 

iLa — ^A Loveless Marriage * .By Florence Marryat 

III— With All Her Heart By Louisa Parr 

no— Ethelynfs Mistake By Mary J. Holmes 

109— The New Duxrhess By Mrs. Alex. Fraser 

108 — Tlie Price of Happiness By Charlotte M. Stanley 

107 — The Su» Maid By Maria M. Grant 

106 — My Sister^ the Actress By Florence Marryat 

LOS — Only a Coral Girl By Gertrude Forde 

104— The Lady's Mile By Miss M. E. Braddon 

103 — A Wilful Young Woman By Alice Price. 

102 — Th.e Squire's Legacy .By Mary Cecil Hay 

loi — Miss Carew By Amelia B. Edwards 

100 — A Star and a Heart « By Florence Marryat 

99 — A Mental Struggle By "The Duchess." 

98^VixeH.. By Miss M. E. Braddon 

97 — For Her Dear Sake By Mary Cecil Hay 

96 — Peeress and Player By Fference Marryat 

95 — A Modem Telemachus By Charlotte M. Yonge 

94 — Lady Val worth's Diamonds By "The Duchess" 

93 — Barbara's History By Amelia B. Edwards 

92 — ^Joan By Rhoda Broughton 

91 — The Heart of Jane Warner By Florence MarryU 

90 — Called To Account By Annie Thomas 

89 — A Deathbed Marriage By Charlotte M. Stan I- v 

83— Asphodel By Ul^s M. E. Braddm 

87 — Doris Ly "The Duche.^s'' 

86 — My Own Child V.y Florence Marryat 

85 — Joan Went worth By KnI licrine S. MacQuoid 

8-d. — Geraldine Hawthorne !>• Dc^^ice j^Iav Butt 

83— Fenton's Quest ly A^" 3 M. E. B^-^dr^ n 

82 — Dorothy's Venture Ev ?^nry Cecil Hay 
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81— The Artist's Love. .By Mrs. E. D. K N. Southworth 

80— My Young Alcides By Charlotte M. Yongc 

79— Portia By "The Duchess" 

7^^ — Undt-r the LiHes and Roses By Florence Marryat 

77— Old Myddelton's Money By Mary Cecil Hay 

76— Strangers and Pilgrims By Miss M. E. Braddon 

75— Written in Fire By Florence Marryat 

74— Chantry Hou'^e By Charlotte M. Yonge 

73— Wooed and Married By Rosa Nouchettc Carey 

yz — The Arundel Motto \ By Mary Cecil Hay 

71 — The Girls of Feversham By Florence Marryat 

70— Hostages to Fortune By Miss M. E. Braddon 

69 — The Dove in the Eagle's Nest By Charlotte M. Yonge 

68— Mrs. Geoffrey By "The Duchess" 

67— The Fair Haired Alda By Florence Marryat 

66— Robert Ord's Atonement By Rosa Nouchette Carey 

65— Nancy By Rhoda Broughton 

64— With Cupid's Eyes By Florence Marryat 

63— Lady Branksmere By "The Duchess'* 

62— Nora's Love Test By Mary Cecil Hay 

61 — The Cloven Foot By Miss M. E. Braddon 

60 — John Marchmont's Legacy By Miss M. E. Braddon 

59— Rupert Godwin By Miss M. E. Braddon 

58— Barbara By Miss M. E. Braddon 

57 — Joshua Haggard's Daughter By Miss M. E. Braddon 

56— The Golden Calf By Miss M. E. Braddon 

55— Birds of Prey By Miss M. E. Braddon 

54— The Doctor's Wife By Miss M. E. Braddon 

53— Capitola's Peril By Mrs. Southworth 

52— The Hidden Hand By Mrs. Southworth 

51— Just As I Am , By Miss M. E. Braddon 

50 — Charlotte's Inheritance By Miss M. E. Braddon 

49 — Taken at the Flood By Miss M. E. Braddon 

48— Mount Royal By Miss M. E. Braddon 

47— Sir Jasper's Tenant By Miss M. E. Bradtlon 

46— Mohawks By Miss M. E. Braddon 

45— Put to the Test By Miss M. E. Braddon 

44— An Ishmaelite By Miss M. E. -Braddon 

43— Only a Clod By Miss M. E. Braddon 

42 — The Mystery of Raven Rocks By Mrs. Southworth 

41— Unknown Bv Mrs. Southworth 

40 — Tried for Her Life. By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

(Vol. n. 11ie Holloweve Mystrrv) , 

39— Cruel as the Grave. By Mrs. E.D. E. N. Southworth 

(Vol. I. The Holloweve Mystery) 

3&— Victor's Triumph \ By Mrs. Southworth 

37— A P.cmitiful Fiend By Mrs. Southworth 

2-(>—^^'^^h\^ Lord. By Mrs. Southworth 

35_The Lost Heir of Linlithgow By Mrs. Southworth 

34— The Lidy of the Isle By Mrs. Southworth 
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THE EDEN SERIES 



33 — The Bride's Fate By Mrs. Southworth 

(Vol. I. Winning Her Way) 
32 — The Changed Brides. By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

(Vol. II. Winning Her Way^ 

31 — The Doom of Deville.By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

30 — The Broken Engagement By Mrs. Southworth 

29 — The Three Beauties; or, Shannondale.By Mrs. Southworth 
28 — ^How He Won Her. By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

(Vol. II. Britomartc) 

27 — ^Fair Play By Mrs. E. D. E. IT." Southworth 

(Vol. I. Britomarte) 
26— Love's Labor Won By Mrs. Southworth 

25 — ^Eudora; or, The False Princess, 

By Mrs. E. D. E. IT. Southworth 

24 — The Two Sisters By Mrs. Southworth 

23 — The Bridal Eve By Mrs. Southworth 

22 — The Bride of Llewellyn, 

By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

(Vol. I. Left Alone) 

21 — The Widow's Son. . .By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

Vol. TI. Left Alone) 
20 — The Bride's Dowry. By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

IQ— The Gipsy's Prophecy By Mrs. Southworth 

18 — The Maiden Widow By Mrs. Southworth 

17 — ^The Family Doom. .By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 
16 — ^The Fortune Seeker, 

By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

15 — The Haunted Homestead By ^Mrs. Southworth 

14 — The Christmas Gue€t By Mrs. Southworth 

13 — The Three Sisters By Mrs. Southworth 

12 — The Wife's Victory By Mrs. Southworth 

TI — The Deserted Wife .By Mrs. Southworth 

10 — The Mother-in-Law; ^or, Married in Haste, 

By Mrs. Southworth . 
9 — The Discarded Daughter; or, The Children of the Isle, 

Bv Mrs Southworth 

8 — ^The lost Heiress. . .By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 
7 — Vivia; or, The Secret of Power, 

By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 
6 — ^The Curse of Clifton, 

By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 

5 — The Mis^insr Bride By Mrs. Southworth 

4 — India; or, The Pearl of Pearl River By Mrs Southworth 

3 — Self- raised By Mrs Southworth 

2 — Tshm^cl By Mrs Southworth 

I— Rctrihr.tion By Mrs Southworth 
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Tbe New 

Secret Service Series 

Published - Every - Week 

ANEW line of high-class copyrighted stories, detailing princi- 
pally the adventures of men of brain and muscle employed 
^ by our Government to ferret out and prevent federal crimes. 
These sleuths are stationed in every city, and the zeal which they 
disi:)lay in the pursuit of their vocation, is nothing short of mar- 
velous. In many instances, the stories in which these detectives 
figure are based upon their actual experiences. There are 
tales of Treasury and Mail robberies, Counterfeiting and Anarchists' 
plots and Smuggling. They are of such fascinscting interest that 
it is indeed a pleasure to read them. 



To Be Published During Marob 

66.— The Anarchist's Oath. By Bernard Wayde. 
65.— The Crossing of Clews* By E. C. Derby. 
64.— The Carruthers' AflFnir. By Will N. Harben. 
63.— A Counterfeiter's Wake. By Lieut. Carlton. 

To Be Published During February 

62. — A Question of Policy. By Bernard Wayde. 

61.— A Smuggler's Fate. By E. C. Derby. 

60.— 520 Per Cent.; or, The Great Miller Syndicate. By Barclay 

North. 
59.— The Man With a Gun. By Lieut. Carlton. 

To Be Published During Januaiy 

58. — A Compact of Crime. By Bernard Wavde. 

57._-The Gold-Maker's .^ecret. By E. C. Derby. 

50. —The vSecret of the Marionettes. By l{rnest be Lancey Pierson 

55. — The Pirate's Retreat. By Lieut. Carlton. 

S^l.—The King of Anarchists. ' By Bernard Wayde. 



53.— The Government's Man. By E. C. Derby. 
52.— The Mata])an Aft'air. Bv Fortune Du Bois/obey 
51. — The Poisoned Arrow. By Lieutenant Carlton. 
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THE NEW SECRET SERVICE SERIES 

\50. — The Belt of Diamonds. By Bernard Wayde. 
49.— The Outlaw's Oath. By E. C. Derby. 
48. — The Man Outside. By Scott Campbell. 
47. — The Corridor of Death. By Lieutenant Carlton. 
46. — ^The Man Prom Texas. By Bernard Wayde. 
45. — ^In Lea^^ue with Cot^nterfeiters. By E. C. Derby. 
44. — The lyinks in the Chain. By Scott Campbell. 
43. — ^The Man in Mail. By Lieutenant Carlton. 
' 42. — ^The Smuggler's Ally. By Bernard Wayde. 
41. — The Teet oi Anarchy. By E. C. Derby. 
40.T— The Piccadilly Puzzle. By Fergus Hume. 
39. — After the Bribe Takers. By Lieutenant Carlton. 
^.— The Tracker Tracked. By Bernard Wayde. 
37. — Tkc BmptT Mail Bags. . By E. C. Derby. 
3S.— The Handkerchief Clue. By Harrv Rock wood. 
35. — ^The Haunt of the ** Queer " Makers. By Lieutenant Carltonu 
34. — ^In the Secret Vault. By Bernard Wayde. 
33.— A Master Stroke. By E. C. Derby. 
32. — ^A Govearnment Spy. By Lieutenant Carlton. 
31. — A False Claim. By Bernard Wayde. 
30. — ^A Counterfeiter's Roguery. By E. C. Derby. 
29. — By Whose Hand ? By E.' S. Tupper. 
28. — ^A Golden Clue. By Bernard Wayde. 
27.— The Filibuster's Warning. By Gilbert Jerome. 
26. — The Man Who Made Money. By Bemard Wayde. 
25. — ^The Moonshiners' Dupe. By Lieutenant Carlton. 
24. — ^The Convict Colonel. By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 
23.— The Hand On the Window Sill. By Bemard Wayde. 
22. — A Nihili^'s Vengeance. By E. C. Derby. 
21. — The Money Jugglers. By Bernard Wayde. 
20. — ^The Bank Note Plates. By Lieutenant Carlton. 
19.— A Mysterious Case. By F. K. Hill. 
13. — The Coiner's League. By Bemard Wayde. 
17.— The Silent Stranger. By Henry G. Harper. 
16. —The Red Lottery Ticket. By Fortune Du Boisgobey. 
15. — The Crooked Inspector. By Bernard Wayde. 
14,— Foiling a Counterfeiter. By E. C. Derby. 
13.— The Bag of Diamonds. By George Manville Fenn. 
12. — ^An Anarcliist's Pluck. By Bernard Wayde. 
11.— The Man in Stripes. By Lieutenant Carlton. 
10.— The Clique of Gold. By Emile Gaboriau. 

9. — A Privateer's Defiance. By Bernard Wayde. 

8.— The Mail Robbers' Syndicate. By E. C. Derby. 

7.— A Custom House Fraud. By Bemard Wayde. 

6.— The Raid on tbe Mint. By Frank H. Putnam. 

5.— The Untaxed Whiskey. By Bernard Wayde. 

4.— The Arm of the Law. By Lieutenant Carlton. 

3.— The Treasury's Miflions. By Bernard Wayde. 

2.— The Man on the Coach. By E. C. Derby. 

1.— A Government Trust. By Bernard Wayde. 
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The Harkaway 
Library 



THIS line contains, exclusively, the 
excitin;? adventures of Jac^ 
Harkaway, now for tbe first 
time offered to our boys in low-priced 
edition. 

Bracehridge Heniyn^, the author, 
has establitshrd an enviaule reputation. 
No better ntories of adventure in school 
and out, on land and sea, have ever been 
written. The boy reader at once feels a 
most lively interest in Jack's wellfare 
and desires to follow him through all 
the adventures that he experienced. 

The following is a list of the titles 
DOW rea<ly and those scheduled for 
early publication. 





To be Published Duringf Jane 

20 — Jack Harkaway in Australia By Bracebridge Hemyng 

19— Jack Harkaway's Resolve By Bracebridge Hemyng 

18 — Jack Harkaway's Pluck By Bracebridge Hemyng 

17 — Jack Harkaway in Greece By Bracebridge Hemyng 

To be Published Durinsf May 

\6 — Jack Harkaway and the Red Dragon, 

By Bracebridge Hemyng 

15 — Jack Harkaway in China By Bracebridge Hemyng 

14 — Jack Harkaway's Perils »By Bracebridge Hemyng 

13 — Jack Harkaway in America By Bracebridge Hemyng 

12 — Jack Harkaway Around the World. By Bracebridge Hemyng 

II — Jack Harkaway's Return By Bracebridge Hemyng 

10 — Jack Harkaway's Capture By Bracebridge Hemyng 

9 — ^Jack Harkaway Among the Brigands, 

By Bracebridge Hemyng 

8 — Jack Harkaway's Triumphs By Bracebridge Hemyng 

7 — Jack Harkaway's Struggles By Bracebridge Hemyng 

6 — Jack Harkaway at Oxford By Bracebridge Hemyng 

5 — Jack Harkaway Among the Pirates. By Bracebridge Hemjmg 
4 — Jack Ilnrkav/ay Afloat and Ashore. By Bracebridge Hemyng 
3 — Tnxk Harkaw-y Afi-^r School Days. By Bracebridge Hemyng 

2 — Jack Harkaway's Friends By Bracebridge Hemyng 

I — Jack Harkaway's School Days By Bracebridge Hemyng 
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Boys of Liberty 
Library 



A series of splendid mew tales of the wonderful and 
stirring .adventures that befell brave lads while fight- 
ing for their country's honor and freedom, during the 
Revolutionary wars that so convulsed our country in 
j its early years. j 

f The line was originally designed for publication in f 
k cloth, but after, the first title appeared and sold cdm- f 
A pletely out, we decided to turn to paper covers in the a 
f interest of larger sales . f 

^ At All Newsdealers. Published BKWeehly. ^ 



LIST OF TITI.es 

I. Paul Revere and 



J the Boys of Liberty By John De Morgan i 

\ 2. Fighting for Freedom By Lieut. Lounsberry A 

J 3. The Young Ambassador By John De Morgan a 

f 4. The League of Five.. By Commander Post, G. A. R. \ 

f 5. The First Shot for Liberty By John De Morgan f 



5. The First Shot for Liberty By John De Morgan 

6. Dashing Paul Jones. By Frank Sheridan f 

7. The Young Guardsman By John De Morgan i 

8. Out with Commodore Decatur.. By Lieut. Lounsberry 

9. The Hero of Ticonderoga By John De Morgan 

10. • ,The Cruise of the Essex By Frank Sheridan 

11. Fighting Hal By John De Morgan 

12. The Quaker Spy By Lieut. Lounsberry 

i3. On to Quebec By John De Morgan S 

A 14. From Midshipman to Commodore.. Frank Sheridan A 

A 15. By Order of the Colonel By Lieut. Lounsberry a 

^ 16. Marion and His Men By John De Morgan \ 

f 17. Fooling the Enemy By John De Morgan f 

f r8. Captain of the Minute Men . ..Harrie Irving Hancock 

? Street ^ Smith, Publishers, New York 
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THE COBB 
LIBRARY 



This new line is composed exclusively of the copyrighted 
works of Syh anus Cobb, Jr. Every reader has heard of and 
perhaps read some of the interesting works of this author, 
whose wonderful genius is evinced in every line he ever wrote. 

His stories have stiong plots, into which are woven a host 
of adventures — the kind that makes the reader thrill with 
excitement. His love situations are pleasing in the extreme, 
and underlying all, there is a spice of mystery that only whets 
the reader's appetite and makes him long for all the books of 
this gifted writer. 

The Hrst number will be **The Gunmaker of Moscow," 
one of the strongest and most pleasing pieces of popular 
fiction ever written. It was formerly published only m high- 
priced editions and is now being offered in cheap form for the 
first time. Read it and you will see at a glance just why 
Sylvanus Cobb, Jr., is famous as a novelist. 



To be Published Dtiringf June 

12 — The Bandit of Syracuse By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 

1 1 — The Caliph of Bagdad By Sylvanus Cgbb, Jr. 



To be Published Duringf May 

10 — Roderick of Kildare By Sylvanus Cobb, 

9 — The Robber Countess By Sylvanus Cobb, 



8 — The Fortunes of Conrad By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 

7— The Outcast ot Milan ^ By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 

6 — The Scourge of Damascus By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 

5 — The Conspirator of Cordova By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 

4 — Blanche of Burprundy By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 

3 — The Shadow of the Guillotine By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 

2— The Royal Outlaw By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 

I — The Gunmaker of Moscow By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. 
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Popuiar Information at a Popular Price - 

Diamond Hand- i I 
Book iSeries 

^ OF RKI^IABI^C MANUAI^S 

HEREIN is contained an tinriTalled collection of use- 
ful and valuable information. The books treat 
upon subjects that everyone is desirous of knowing 
about. The authors, well versed in the subjects they 
treated, have spared no time or pains to make these books 
authentic and thoroughly interesting. New subjects will 
be added as rapidly as they can be prepared. Glance over 
the titles given herewith and see if you do not want to 
know something about at least one of the subjects mentioned. 



S 



I 



1. Sheldon's Letter Writer By L. W. Sheldon 

2. Shirley's Lovers* Guide By Grace Shirley 

8. Women's Secrets ; or. How to Be Beautiful. 

By Grace Shirley 

4. Guide to Etiquette By L. W. Sheldon 

6. Physical Health Culture By Professor Fourmen 

6. Frank Merri well's Book of Physical Development. 

By Burt L. Standish 

7. National Dream Book. . . .By Mme. Claire Rougemont 

8. Zingara Fortune Teller By a Gipsy Queen 

9. The Art of Boxing and Self-Defense. 

By Professor Donovan 

10. The Key to Hypnotism. 

By Robert G. Ellsworth, M. D. 

11. U. S. Army Physical Exercises. 

Revised by Professor Donovan 

12. Heart Talks With the Lovelorn By Grace Shirley 

13. Dancing Without an Instructor. 

By Professor Wilkinson 
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THE DR. JACK SERIES # 



THE PARAGON OF ALL 



PUBLISHED EVERY THREE WEEKS 

I J>VERY aatlior*8 work appeals to a particular elass at reciders. 
r^ Only a few wilters, Uowevor, have tlie happy faculty of in- 
teresting ail classes. Mr. St. GeorKe Rathbome is one of tbeee. 
His tales are fall of exciting adveDtare and interesting incident, 
while tlirouslioat there are pretty love scenes strongly depicted. 
Realizinj^ what a great favorite tliis author has become, we have 
contracted with him to write a Jarge number of NEW stories. 

These new tales, together with aome of the author's most popular 
works, we will publish la a series by themselves and call it the 
Dr. Jack Series. 

Every reader cannot fail to like these most meritorious tales 
from the pen of on© of America's most prolific authors. The 
following is a Hat of the stories already published and those 
scheduled for early publication • 

By ST. GEORGE RATH BORNE 

To Be Published Darin^^ Marcli 

21. Her Rescue from the Turks 

To Be Published During: February 

20. For Love of a Duchess^ 
19. The Great Mogul 

To B« Published During* January 

18. My Friend, the President 

17. The Fair Maid of Fez 

16. A Yankee Consul. NEW 

i5. Monsieur Bob 

14. The Man From Denver. NEW 

13. Miss Pauline, of New York 

12. A Brazilian Free Lance. NEW 

II. The Nabob of Singapore 

10. For Love and Glory. NE^ 

9. Baron Sam 

8. Kinkaid, from Peking. NEW 

7. Dr. Jack's Widow 

6 Captain Tom 

5. Dr. Jack's Paradise Mine. NEW 

4. The Witch From India. ilEW 

3. Dr. Jack's Wife 

2. A Filibuster in Tatters. NEW 

I. Dr. Jack 
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The HARRAWAY 
LIBRARY 
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Detai ling 
t K e Complete 
Adventures of 
JacR HarkaAvay 



Every boy will rejoice to know that at last the adven- 
tures of the famous Jack Harkaway are published in cheap 
paper edition. 

Bracebridge Hemyng^, the author of these tales, W 
established aD enviable repntatioD as a writer of stories 
for boys. No better tales of thrilling' adventures, in 
school and out, on land and sea, have ever been written. 
The boy reader at once feels a most lively interest in 
Jack's welfare and will Bot mi&s following him througb 
all the ups and downs of his interesting life. 




238 IVilliam .Street. 



Ru blithers 
NE:^V YORK 
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This book shoiUd be returned to 
the Library on or before the last date 
stamped below. 

A fine of five cents a day is incurred 
by retaining it beyond the specLaed 
time. 

Please return promptly. 
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